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FOREWORD 


Perhaps, you'd like to know how this idea was conceived 


Of iate, several book-stalls are overflowing with beautiful 
handbooks of Quotations or even Anecdotes. However, a brief 
survey revealed that these lovely books were used just for the 
sake of reading, to be forgotten once the book was laid down or 
perhaps, occasionally, used to pin down a reference. Many 
Quotations were so rich in meaning that unless one delved 
deep into ii, the meaning would often be lost and so an idea 
came to mind,.., How about a complete Volume for each day of 
the year with, 


a Quotation 
a brief explanation of the Quotation 
an Anecdote amplifying the Quotation ? 


Surely, if one dwelt on one such page a day and if it would 
occupy the space of even a fragment of one's mind and if this 
good thought accurred even oncein the dav, perheps it woulden- 
courage the individual to put it into practice thereby, making his 
life more meaningful, more tension-free,more liveable Yes, then 
the idea of publishing such a book would be fulfilled. Certainly, 
even an iota of such enlightenment enriching the life of a few 
thousand people shall make the world a richer place to live in. . . 
and if each of us passed it on, one to another and another and 
another ... Sheer Bliss! 


But alas! Amidst all the joys of the completion of the Book, 
there came a bolt from the blue — a rude shock! The writer of 
this magnificent book, Prof. Jani succumbed to a massive heart 
attack in the early hours of March 18, 1987. His last words still 
keep ringing in my ears: “Kiran, I had to complete your work. 
Believe me, when I felt unwell, I told myself: Even if [have to die, 
I shall ask Death to wait until I finish this volume, 


And true to his word, he died exactly 10 days after the com- 
pletion of the book. The world has lost a Poet, Littérateur, Pro- 
fessor, Teacher and we — a true friend! 


Seeing his lifestyle the words of Dylan Thornas spon- 
taneously come to mind: 


Do not go gentle ..... 
Into that Dark night 


Rage, Rage against 
the dying of the Light! 
God bless you, dear Prof. Ramesh Jani! 
And now for the list of gratitudes to those who have helped 
make this dream a teality. First on our list is the Contributor. 


Thank you for your generosity ,,.. . without your faith that this 
project would be a success, we would never have been able to 


embark upon it, 
Thank you, dear writer, (late) Prof. Ramesh Jani... . your 
efforts and research of almost a year are rewarding and fulfilling. 


Thank you, dear Printer, Mr. Rajan. M/s. Typographic has 
done full justice to the aesthetic aspects of this book. 


Thanks to each of you, our good friends, colleagues and 
backbones behind this project..... Rudyard Gomes, Arvind 


Mavani and Artist Haribhai Panchal. 
Each of you is responsible for making this dream come true. 


And dear reader, if this Volume has helped to be a source of 
inspiration to youn this rat-race called life, we shall feel that our 
battle has been won. 


Incidentally, seeing your overwhelming response, we are en- 
couraged to plan the second book. 


Till then, Happy living. God Bless You. 


SHARAD PATEL 


KIRAN PATEL 


AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


When my friend, Kiran Patel, invited me to do my bit in this 
Project, I readily accepted it. T even suggested a title for it, almost 


instantly: ‘th Communion with Consciousness’ 


It was a fascinating project. Very interesting, very challeng- 
ing. It amounted to make research, deep and wide; to create, re- 
create and reproduce; and ultimately to edit it all according to the 
dictates of the basic requirement of the project — a page a day 
Jor reading. 


It was a stupendous task. 


But all fascinating things are stupendous! And so, I plunged 
deep down into it immediately, and when surfaced, the stipular- 
ed time was over, 


I sincerely regret the delay and consequently the inconve- 
nience to all concerned — especially to Kiran... . .. 


Quotations are words immortal! They are words of wisdom 
with deep insight into the unfathomable human heart as well as 
the world and its mysterious ways. 


And as for the ancedotes, it is said that they are the spice of 
@ biography; whether it is that of an individual or a nation or the 
world at large. They depict in their small literary art-form a great 
deal of universal truth through a small incident narrated in a short 
and pithy style. 


These two together, the quote and the anecdote, are irresis- 
tible if they aim in the same direction and the right goal; the 
human heart — nay man’s very consciousness! 


Tn my own humble way I have tried to do just that! 


All these efforts will be well-rewarded if some of the pages 
here are found interesting to the reader, 


pe ale 


Tam grateful to Shri Sharadbhai and Kiranbhai Patel, the im- 
aginative Directors of this fine Foundation, the ‘Shakilam’ for en- 
trusting this work to me. For me it was a momentous journey, all 
through, from the very first day till today when I'm penning down 
these concluding words .....! 

Tam very much thankful to Mr. Rudyard Games and Shri Ar- 
vind Mavani for their ever-ready co-operation. I am particularly 
grateful to Rudyard for going through the Manuscript of this 
work with meticulous care and fruitful suggestions. 

A word of grateful acknowledgement to Smt. Kanchan 
Parekh whose all-out help was a grea! source of inspiration and 
strength! Ms. Malini Baxi’s unflinching assistance in every respect 
in this work was to say the least, highly commendable! 

But above all, let it be mentioned here that but for the 


dynamic approach and missionary zeal of Shri Kiran Patel this 
Project would not have materialised. 


March 3, 1987 RAMESH JANI 
BOMBAY 


1 was trying to be happy 

J loved those who love me 
Trespected those who respect me 
I smiled at those who smiled at me 
T helped those who help me 

I hated those who hate me 

1 was sad and bad, and 

1 was called selfish 


I sit alone in the night 

The glittering stars from 

The clear blue sky 

Stared at me and smiled at me 
The cool breeze whispered to me 
That you are happy. I said yes 
Hoping Iam on the way 


1st JANUARY Ne? 
Sere 


AWAKEN US FROM IGNORANCE 
Hymn to USHA 


Behold, 

USHA.... the beautiful Dawn... 
Heaven’s Darling Daughter 

decked in pure and pious white, 

The Goddess of worldly wealth 

in its entirety...... 

has slowly emerged in her magnificence 
and vermillion splendour 

to brighten 

The Eastern Hemisphere! 


Oh, most lovely and lucky lady 
of Golden hue and lustre 
spread your light 

Here and everywhere 

To awaken us from 

the deep inertia of ignorance 


Rg. VEDA 


Almost five thousand years ago the Vedic Rishis’ sung 
wonderful hymns — ‘Stotra's — in praise and worship of USHA — 
the early Dawn. In Vedic times the word ‘Rishi’ was a synonym of 
‘KAVI’. 

The Rg. (Rig) Veda is the oldest of the four Vedas. The Rishi 
— the Sage — goes in raptures over the inexplicable heavenly beauty 
of the early morning, 


One can imagine even today what a great experience it must have 
been to watch the early dawn from the majestic peaks of the Hima- 
layas or the holy banks of the Ganga. It can only be experienced 
rather than described! The Kavi-Rishi must have been thrilled deep 
down to his soul and the Ushas-Stotra’ must have spontaneously 
been born in praise of this lovely Goddess of Life, Light and Learning! 


MEE 2nd JANUARY 
i —s 


Still the race of the hero spirits pass the lamp 
from hand to hand. 


— KINGSLEY 


Heroism is not limited to a particular field like war. It may be 
found anywhere, where a person performs his duty sincerely at the 
cost of his own life. 


Mathew Danjler, a war correspondent and chief 
reporter of a famous newspaper in France, was covering 
the daily skirmishes between the police and the rebels, 
Every day it was becoming more and more ghastly. 


One day he had gone to the battle-field where the 
police and the rebels were fighting tooth and nail with 
each other. The rebels were showering big stones and 
boulders on the police force while the police were 
retaliating with bullets. 


Mathew was making important notes by standing ina 
comparatively safe comer. 


But as if out of nowhere a big boulder hit him on his 
temple. He felt giddy and fell down heavily on the rugged 
earth. He was bleeding profusely and before he could 
know anything a stray bullet hit him in the chest. 


A military doctor noticing the tragedy rushed to him, 
Mathew thrust his note-book in his hand. 


“Listen Doc!” said the gasping reporter; “My report is , 
incomplete .....” 
“But, I will manage to take you to hospital.” 


“No, there's little time. ..! Please note down .... . 
said Mathew with huge gasps: “. it 6 

injured .....by boulders and . , . . . stones! : 
++. .one died ..... by .....bullet!” — 


“Who died?” Asked the Doctor. 
“Mathew . 


And he died at that very moment. } 


3rd JANUARY 


The first test of a truly great man is his humility 
— JOHN RUSKIN 


‘Humility is the solid foundation of all virtues’ — said the great 
Chinese Philosopher, Confucius. 


The Indian sages and poets also admired hurnility as the greatest | 
virtue is a man. A truly great man becomes more and more humble 
in direct proportion to his greatness. To illustrate this, they have 
compared a great man with a bountiful tree which bows down with 
* every fresh fruit added to its bough. 


‘Rahiman’ a famous Muslim Poet who wrote lovely 
lyrics of ‘Prem Bhakti’ in Hindi was also a very rich man. 
He used his great wealth not for his own personal luxuries 
but for the benefit of the poor and the needy, for Sadhus 
and the ‘Fakirs’, While giving alms he always bowed 
down his head without looking at them. 


When a friend came to stay with him for a few days 
he asked him: 

“Why do you bow down your head while giving 
alms to the poor?” 


“se. because they praise me for my humble mite 
which in reality is that of the Almighty”, replied Rahiman. 


“Lam only His agent, hence while giving, | bow 
down my head in embarrassment without looking into 
their eye”. 

“Oh, I see!” said the friend in a barely audible voice, 
and without uttering a word more he saluted him in 
praise and admiration 


ENS 4th JANUARY 
Ca Sa ae ee 


How does a great man resemble a mango 
tree? 
Both bend low with their achievements! 


— APABHRAMSHA COUPLET 


A great man unlike ordinary mortals knows that whatever he 
has done in any field of life is the result of the efforts of a whole 
community and not that of only an individual. 


He also knows very well how much he does not know and how 
much more he has yet to strive for. 


That is why a real great man Is like a mango tree which bows 
down lower with every fruit that it bears afresh. 


Sir Isaac Newton is just the man to be cited here in 
| this respect. 


He was England's, nay one of the World's greatest 
Scientists of all time. His theary of Gravitation is a monu- 
mental landmark in the field of science. His Binomial 
Theorem has carved a niche for itself in Mathematics. We 
can enumerate here many more of his other achieve- 
ments, 


A grateful world wrote an epitaph for him in the 
following words: 


Nature and nature’s Laws lay hid in night; 
God said, “Let Newton be!” and all was Light. 


Such a great Scientist had to say only this much for 
himself and for his wonderful achievements. 


“{ am only a child gathering pebbles from the sea- 
shore of Truth”. 


5th JANUARY 


The human desires are as infinite as the sky 
— MAHAVEER 


‘There Is no end to man’s longings and greed. They are deeper 
than the bottomless ocean. 


“Bring that old man here!” ordered King Bimbisar of 
Magadha, when he saw an old man wading through knee 
deep water in the rain-Soaked stormy weather. 


The servant brought him up to the King who was sit- 


i at 


ting in the balcony of his palace, The old man was very 
weak and yet had collected some sandle-wood sticks. 


On enquiry he replied to the king: 


“| am not poor, sir! | have got a big palace to live in. 1 
am quite happy. But recently I have prepared some lovely 
life-size golden bulls. I have already created three gem- 
studded horns, but one is yet to be completed. For that 1 
have to collect enough sandle-sticks to fix in! Hence, 
when I saw last evening that precious sandle-wood-sticks 
were being carried away in the strong water current, | 
plunged for it before anyone else would take them away.” 

“You don’t worry for it!” said the King. “You come 
to the Rajsabha tomorrow and all your financial require- 
ments will be looked after to your satisfaction!” 

Next day the old man without taking any afd from 
him led him to his palace and showed the bulls in the 
vault, There were no lamps, yet the cellar was dazzlingly 
bright because of the gems. 

The king stood there shocked at the endless greed of 
human beings. 


SSO ORS seer 


6th JANUARY 


Mind is the root-cause of man’s freedom from, 
or slavery of, worldly shackles + 


— BHAGVAD GITA 


When the mind accepts the circumstances we are happy and 


when it doesn't we are nat. 


That's why the sages have preached on the importance of training 


the mind to remain detached from this world. 


“Where are my four sons, Santii?” asked the wife of 
the venerated Sikh Sant Guru Govindsingh. He had just 
returned from battlefield defeating the mighty Moghul 


army. 


The guru did not reply for a while. He kept on 
pondering with closed eyes. 


She asked again, but could not get any reply from 
him, She also fell silent. Now she was sure that in the 
Dharma-Yuddha — the Holy-war — her four brave 
young sons had been slain. 


She could hold it no longer — even though she was 
a true follower of Sikhism and had the privilege of being 
the spouse of such a great Guru as well as the mother of 
the bravest of the brave young sons! 


“After all | am a mother — who has lost not one but 
four young sons at the same time!” she murmured to 
herself. And tears rolled down her face. 


The great Guru saw this. Said in a mild but firm 
voice: “Never thought that you will cry! Our sons are now 
immortal.” Then he said with infinite kindness and love: 
“Consider the sons of our soil as our own children. Please 
train your mind that way.... and you will realise tt!" 


~ 


7th JANUARY 


No personal consideration should stand in the 
way of performing a public duty . 


— GENERAL GRANT 


Duty, if not performed, is not only bad but also sinful, and if duty 
is performed, no credit need be given. 

Many times there arises a clash between man's duty towards 
himself or his family and that towards mankind at large. 


At this juncture, a man’s integrity, honesty and value of life is put 
to acid test. 


It was the days of the British Raj in India and true to 
its notorious policy it swallowed up a lucrative port-town, 
from a native state of the Saurashtra region of Gujarat. 

Prabhashankar Pattani, a trusted, shrewd, intelligent 
and devoted Chief Minister of the state was deputed by 
the Maharaja to present their case in London and fight 
against the British in the court. Pattani was famous for his 
honesty of purpose and benevolent rule throughout 
Saurashtra. 

While he was to set out for Britain his wife sug- 
gested; 


“Didn't we decide before to go there together?” 


“Yes, but you are not well and I would be too busy 
to look after you, you are ill...” 


“Can you not postpone... 
"No, dear! | have to do my duty.” 
“Then it may be good-bye for ever!” 


“Then I will pray to God to allow me time to serve 
you well in the next birth”. And he left her with a heavy 
heart. 


pee ee A ee 


8th JANUARY 


oy an 
ee 


Anything done for another is done for oneself. 
— POPE BONIFACE 


No one can reap the fruits of plants or trees sown only a couple 
‘of months ago. All good things take time to materialise. 


Diligence bears fruit after decades. 


“What are you upto. Grand-pa?” a young man 
asked an old one 


“I am sowing mango-trees, son!" replied the old 
man delightfully. 

“But, why Grand-pa?” asked the young man: “You 
are pretty old yourself, isn’t it?” 


“Yes, | am pretty old.” said the old man; “But that 
does not mean that I cannot sow|"" 


“No, dadaji! It's not that. But, as you are so old.....” 


“Yes, Lam somewhere about eighty-five to ninety. 
Pretty old, isn’t it?” 


“And you think that it....” 


“Oh, yes! I think that it would be useful. I might not 
live to see these mango trees grow and yield fruits.” 


“Then, why are you troubling yourself to sow 
mango trees, now?” 


OPras Because, when | was young I enjoyed the 
fruits of the mango trees sowed by many unknown 
people,” 

“You are right, sir!" said the young man: “I ani 
sorry, could not understand such a simple matter and 
went asking irrelevant questions. But, there was no arro- 
gance in it, Only idle curiosity! I hope you will forgive me 
for my stupidity.” 

“No, son! Do not worry at all, | am glad that I could 
convince you about a good point, my dear.” 


) 


RY NZ 
9th JANUA a 


Patience is bitter, but its fruit is sweet. 


— ROUSSEAU 


Anger is losing patience! 

If we are not careful, patience evaporates at the slightest excuse 
A little patience, a little more of it, and still a little more than that 
would work wonders. 


Ifnot the whole thing erupts completely! 


“What's the price of this sari?” asked a rich boy to 
Tiru (Saint) Valluvar, a weaver, who never lost his 
patience or got angry under any provocation. The boy 
wanted to prove otherwise. 

“Two rupees", replied Valluvar to his query. 


“And how much for this?” asked the boy tearing the 
sal into two pieces. 


“One Rupee.” 

“And for this one?” The boy asked while tearing the 
half Sari into two. 

“Eight annas.” 


And thus it went on. At the end there remained 
small useless pieces. The saint was cool and collected. 
But the boy repented and wished to pay the full price. 


“No, why? These pieces would be useless to you. 
And my boy, how can you pay for the infinite care and 
labour spent in the preparation of that sari? All that would 
have been amply paid only by wearing it!” 


“Please forgive me, Baba! I committed a blunder. 
‘The sari was destroyed by my foolishness”, said the boy. 


“It is alright, son! A sari could be made once again if 
it is torn, but if life is torn apart like that it cannot be 
mended!” 


And with the saint's blessings the young man went 


home asa new man! 


MEA 10th JANUARY 
— 


Untouchability is a heinous crime against 
God and humanity, 
— MAHATMA GANDHI 


Untouchability and colour-bar are the crimes, unpardonable in 
Human society! 

Till these dark blots are rubbed out thoroughly from the surface 
ofthe world it can’t be called ‘civilised’ in ts true sense! 


“Swamiji, Maharaj!” said an ignorant poor villager to 
Swami Vivekanand: “You look terribly tired, hungry. 
What can I do for you, Sir?” 


“Can you give me something to eat, brother?” 


“I would very much like to! But, would you eat it if 
I prepare it myself? No, Swamiji! I will give you all the 
materials - would you cook yourself?” 


“No, my friend! As a sanyasi, | cannot light fire. 
But why worry? Food prepared by you would be most 
welcome to me.”” 


“Swamiji’, said the poor man trembling: “I am a 
chamar. The lowliest of the low, Even the untouchables 
don’t touch us! If the Maharajasaheb of this area comes to 
know about this he would lynch me alive.” 


“My brother, don't you be afraid of anyone in this 
world. Prepare the food with your own hand. I will cer- 
tainly eat that.” And he did prepare his meal. 


Swami Vivekanand writes about this-“I wonder 
whether even the gods above would have served me with 
@ more delicious dish with all their nectar thrown into it! 
My eyes and heart were heavy with tears of love and 
gratitude towards that poor so called untouchable! We 
call them as that of ‘Lower Caste’ and despise them! Isn't 
it sinful” 


Nr 
11th JANUARY AOD. 


The fewer our wants, the nearer we resemble God 
— SOCRATES 


Usually profound thoughts always spring from people who live in 
a very simple way and in ordinary surroundings, 


‘These are the people from whom the world has benefited immensely, 


Tt was New Year's day. 


Madhav Rao Peshwa was reigning in Maharashtra 
with Ram Shastri as the judge, Ram Shastr!’s impartiality 
and simplicity was a household word in the Maratha 
Empire. 


His wife on that auspicious day went to the Peshwa’s 
palace to greet the Rajmata. Even on this special 
occasion she went there in her simple dress. But when 
she reached the palace, the ladies there surrounded her 
and pressed and persuaded her to don herself in the best 
of the silken sarees and the finest golden ornaments and 
glittering jewellery. 


After meeting the Rajmata she went in a palkhi to 
her house. Ram Shastri saw her and understood the 
whole situation. He said to the palkhj(Palanquin)bearers: 


“I think, you have come to the wrong place. You 
may go elsewhere,” 


His wife knowing her husband's nature asked the 
palkhi bearer to return to the palace. There she changed 
herself to her original simple dress and returned home on 
foot. 


Seeing her Ram Shastri said : 


“In your absence, a well-decked and bejewelled 
lady had come here and tried to intrude into the house...” 


“She might not have known that you are a devoted 


husband with a vow to have one wife!” quipped the great 
judge’s wife. 


* 12th JANUARY 


Religion should be the rule of lifenot a casual in- 
cident of it. 


— DISRAELI 


Religion is humanity in its highest form. It never differentiates bet- 
ween man and man, high and low, caste and creed; and it must be 
practical always. 


Under a huge banyan tree a poor man was taking rest 
In Its cool shade, 


‘The man's appearance was shabby and poor. But, he 
was smoking a Hookah and enjoying it fully, 


After some time a strapping young sanyasi donned in 
red-ochre robes arrived there. His very appearance was 
noble, kind and impressive. He approached the poor man 
who was smoking a Hookah contentedly. In that part of 
India — in and around Bengal — Hookah was a necessity 
for everyone, rich or poor, young or old, a ‘Samsar'’ or 
‘Sanyasi'! It was a custom among men to offer a Hookah 
even to an absolute stranger when one was smoking at 
that time. 


“May I have a puff or two fram the Hookah, my 
friend!” said the Swami, 


“Why?” 
“Because | am an untouchable.” 


The Sanyasi, Swami Vivekananda, kept quiet for 
some time and said: “So what? In this world nobody is un- 
touchable. It is a sin. Itis inhuman. Give it to me, my man, 
1 will smoke your Hookah just now! It won't be for 
pleasure, it will be for religious atonement!” 


18th JaMUARY Azy 


Oh brother! If It is not seen, it is not that it is 
not there! 
— SUNDARAM 


Whatever the scientists and thinkers of today say there are 
certain things like Mind, Heart and Intellect which can never be 
explained. How can these be understood but by the existence of God? 


It is the holiest of the holy places in India situated on 
the bank of the Holy Ganga. The small town had been 
crowded with thousands of pilgrims. 


One day a different type of ‘Sadhu’ appeared on the 
scene,He dressed himself in the usual ascetic robe of red- 
ochre colour but with gold-rim spectacles. He had a cloth 
bag hanging on his shoulder full of books and English 
periodicals. ~ 

He gave a spiritual lecture: 

“Friends, Where's God? Can you show Him to me? 
Can you prove any of the miracles as a MIRACLE? No! 
Every unusual thing or-accident can be explained in these 
days of modern Science! God is invented to exploit the 
ignorant. I ask anyone of you here: Just show Him to 
me!” 


Then he waited for a while! 


“Have you seen Everest with your eyes, Maharaj?” a 
simple looking village school-master stood up and asked 
him, 


“No!” 


“But, it is there. You have to go there yourself on 
your own feet! So here, too, you have to take pains to 
find Him out yourself!” 


rm 
14th JANUARY 15th JANUARY LE. We. 


i Above all, to thine own self be true 
A Gnani sees no difference amongst gold, 
stones and diamonds. — SHAKESPEARE 
— GEETA 
This: is one of the greatest and the most celebrated lines ever 
To the truly leamed, anything more than the barest minimum re- 4 ii F 
4 , English Li 
quirement is worthy to be cast away instantly, written by the immortal bard of English Literature 
To remain truthful in all the fields of life is the ideal position for a 
ETRE E s  ee PE human being. He should be truthful to his profession, friends and 
, accept these from me and oblige me!” sai Wevand . a 
King Krishnadev to Bhakia Purandar when the latter files eee ere Di Sit whenever ti oscose ates: 
Visited the King's palaon nt Bis request. But in the ultimate analysis one has to be true to his inner being, 
Saying this, he put two handfuls of rice in the his Soul. 
‘Bhakia’s Jholi’— cloth bag 
The King had thrown in some diamonds too with the q 
é Hoe Abraham Lincoln, a Lawyer by profession, accepted 
rice. The Bhakta’s wife, while sifting the rice, found those pease ihch cepented Sek Gad oe Suber 
precious stones but threw them away outside the house oe ee 
into a dump. 'g 
He quietly heard him for about an hour or two, 
’ Purandar used to go to the palace every day and the staring at the wall of his cabin. Then he looked at the 
King used to give him two handlul of rice mixed with client and.said: 
diamonds. The king thought that Purandar and his wife 
were not free from the greed of wealth. Had they been free “Listen! [ have heard about the whole incident just 
from it Purandar would not have made it a habit to visit now. I think you have a pretty good case in your favour 
him every day. One day the King told him: — ofcourse, technically so, as far as the laws are 
concerned”. 
“Bhaktaraj, greediness drives away spiritual gains 
from a man, Just look at your own case . ..” “Then where is the hitch, Mr. Lincoln?” 
Purandar could not swallow it. So next day he “It is a bad case as far as justice and equity are 
brought the King to his house, The King then asked concerned”. 
Purandar's wife what she was doing with the rice at that “Oh” 
time. 
= “T will not take it, Sirl.... because while arguing in 
‘Cleaning it, Maharaj! Some one gives us rice with your favour in the court, my inner being would go on 
,__ Pfecious stones in it, I have to pick them out and dump telling me: ‘Lincoln! you are wrong, you're a liat!’ So 
them outside the house.” while arguing for you unconsciously | will blurt out the 
The King saw them in the dump and was pleasantly truth! Sorry!” 


surprised. 3 5 a 


A 
MG SAN 16th JANUARY 


His heart was as great as the world, but there 
was no room in it to hold the memory of a 


wrong. 
— EMERSON 


It is easy to forgive the rich, the powerful and the high! One is 
obliged to do that. 


But it is hard to overlook a slight harm done by the weak 
Hence, the forgiver becomes a hero! 


This is a story from the ‘Jatak-Katha’ — Bhagwan 
Buddha's stories of previous births. All his previous births 
Were in ascending order to the final culmination point: 
The ‘Avatar’ — Incamation as Prince Siddhartha of 
Kapilvastu who became ‘The Buddha’, The Enlightened 


one! 


In one of his previous births the Buddha was born as 
a he-buffalo — one of the most powerful and furious 
animals, But this particular he-buffalo was a picture of 
forbearance. 


He forgave all the irritating pranks of the mischievous 
monkey. The monkey also used to grip its circular horns, 
shake the big face and swing on it lustily , For innumer- 
able times it jumped on the buffalo’s back and nailed it 
justfor the pleasure of it 


“Why don't you teach this silly prankish animal?” A 
Yaksha — Demi-God — asked the buffalo: “You have 
great strength to make him behave ina moment.” 


“Yes! But that's the reason | suffer him. Besides, he 
teaches me ‘Ahimsa’ and ‘Kshama (forgiveness)! He is my 
Guru from that point of virtue.” 


“But, when you leave this place someone else would 
make him alright ina moment!" 


“Then he would repent about misbehaving with 
me — and will come to know the first lessons of Ahimsa, 
Prem and Kshamal!” 
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A real man is he whose goodness is a part of 
himself. 


— MENCIUS 


Goodness is something inherent in man. 


It is always there! The only thing required is to cultivate it. It 


should be nurtured with care so that it can grow like a tree to shelter 
others. 


They pulled the reigns hard. Both the chariots were 
halted abruptly. Each'chariot was yoked to four horses. 
The charioteers were experienced, clever and wise, the 
horses were tall, strong and swift. 


Both were Royal chariots — in one there was the 
King of Koshal Desh, in another was the King of Kashi 
Pradesh. Both the Kings were very popular in their 
kingdoms and considered to be very brave, very mature 
and very humane. 


They were hitting the road hard with full speed 
towards each other unwittingly from opposite directions, 
The charioteers saw that from a-far and stopped the 
Ratha-s at a safe distance. 


The road was not broad enough for two huge 
Ratha’s to run simultaneously from opposite directions. 
The charioteers conferred with each other about the 
tricky problem of who would move first 


“One who is a better person should go first!” decided 
the charioteers. 


“My King acts good with good people and bad with 
the bad!" declared the charioteers of the Koshal-King. 


“But my King acts good even with bad people! It’s 
his nature.” said the charioteer of the Kashi King. 


Hence both decided to let the Kashi King go 


first. He was undoubtedly a better man! 


A 18th JANUARY 


A thankful heart is not only the greatest virtue, 
but the parent of all the other virtues. 


— CICERO 


Strictly speaking, gratitude is not meant for public or personal 
consumption — and yet it strangely gladdens the hearts of the 
receivers, 


Marcus Tullius Cicero, a great Roman statesman 
and a greater orator, lived in one century before Christ. 
He was a popular teacher also and a much respected 
man in higher society. 


People liked his company and more often than not 
he was invited for lunch or dinner by them. 


Once he was invited by one of his very dear students 
for dinner. Normally, he avoided going for meals to his 
students, But as this was a special case he went there, 
The student and his entire household was very happy 
that such a great celebrity had honoured their invitation. 


They had seen him moving along with wellknown 
statesmen, officials, philosophers and other important 
social personalities. They had also seen him addressing 
important meetings with rare flair of choicest words for 
choicest ideas. They felt really honoured. 


Especially the servants in the house were awe- 
stricken 


When the big meal was over Cicero thanked-every 
‘one important in the house and then he specially went to 
the bearer and thanked him. Said he: 


“Thank you! The food was wonderful, but it became 
tastier by your more wonderful service!” 


Tears rolled down the cheeks of the slave. Nobody 
had ever thanked him before. 


Pt — 
19th JANUARY Z2E. 


If principle is good for anything, it is worth 
living up to it. 
— BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 


They have monopolised everything that is beautiful and great ~ 
even Gad! 


‘They must be opposed — in a Godly way! 


“T understand Ba has reached to such an age that 
she won't understand all these! But, what about Durga 
(Mrs. Mahadev Desai)?.” Gandhiji said painfully to 
Mahadev Desai, his most devoted follower and secretary: 
“How could she go along with Ba to have a ‘darshan’ in 
the Jagannath mandir at Puri where the Harijans are not 
allowed?” 


Gandhiji paused for a while and continued: “You 
write articles in ‘Harijan’ against untouchability and in 
your own house the message has not reached.....!” 


Ithad so happened that Kasturba, Durgaben and her 
twelve year old son Narayan had been to Puri. Both the 
ladies entered the Jagannath Mandir for darshan, while 
Narayan didn’t. He believed in boycotting the mandir 
where the Harijans were not allowed. 

Bapu-Gandhiji-was very much upset about the 
whole incident. So much so that his blood pressure 
increased. He even expressed his mental agony to some 
of his Ashram colleagues. 


Next day a sorrowful Mahadev handed over his 
resignation to Bapu. He read the letter. Said: 


“You may go if you so desire! But I won’t permit you 
and. ...how could you ever be so offended by me?” 


Mahadevbhai took the resignation letter back and 
tore it off! 


20th JANUARY 


Patience and diligence like faith move moun- 
tains. 


— WILLIAM PENN 
Some obstacles and difficulties appear to be insurmountable. 


At that time only infinite patience with continuous effort will 
ultimately work well and bring satisfying results. 


‘She was so kind and compassionate that most of the 
people in the town called her ‘Goddess of Mercy’ incar- 
nate . It was as if she had taken a vow to serve the poor, 
the disabled and the needy. They also were so much con- 
fident about her helping nature that at the slightest excuse 
they used to run to her, without any hesitation what-so- 
ever, 


Inspite of the benevolent nature there were sore who 
were against her — without any reason! They were, most 
of them living in her neighbourhood. Perhaps their enmity 
was due to an un-explained jealousy. 


‘They went on slandering her on innumerable issues, 
But she thoroughly ignored their slandering campaign. 
The next thing they did was to dump all the garbage 
around her house everyday at night. She without com- 
plaining to anyone used to clean it quietly in the morning. 
Ultimately, getting exhausted themselves they began 
dumping dead insect’s and creatures in her backyards. 


‘She began to clean it, too! 


“Mother, how far are you going to tolerate this?” ask- 
ed her young son one day. 


“Till the enmity that is entrenched in their hearts 
against me gets destroyed, my son!” said the mother 
quietly. 

The mother was Smt. Bhagavatidevi. The son was 
the great Ishwarchandra Vidyasagar! 


st JANUARY 


If ittle labour, little are our gains : 
— Man's fortunes are according to his pains. 


— ROBERT HERRICK 


‘Nothing can be done satisfactorily in haste. Whatever good there 
is in this world has been achieved after years of hard work. 


A big businessman took his son to be admitted in the 
university. When he saw the various courses and their 
curriculum he was confused. 


After a great deal of thought and discussion with his 
son, he went to the Vice-Chancellor of the university. 
Both of them had to wait in his ante-chamber as he was 
busy with other appointments. When it was their turn, he 
and his son were admitted in his chamber. 


After some preliminary conversation he asked him : 


“Should my son spend so many years to complete 
the course of a subject?” 


“It depends upon what course he wants to pursue!” 
said the Vice-Chancellor looking at the businessman and 
his son meaningfully. 


“But Sir, can you not shorten the longer course that 
is in the curriculum? So that he can finish the course 
earlier,” 


“He can take a shorter course if he wants to!” said 
the Vice-Chancellor, But it depends upon him. What he 
wants to be.” Then he added in a serious tone : 


“You see, when God wants to create a mango tree it 
requires twelve years to grow and for grass it takes only 
two months. You have to select between the two.” 


_ 


aw 22nd JANUARY 


A Sinful Cowrie drowns with it a righteous 
Rupee . 


— PROVERB 


To get something free appears to be almost instinctive in human 
nature. Even though the freely acquired object may be hardly worth 
a Cowrie — a coin of lowest denomination of the Indian currency 
almost a hundred years ago. 


Even people of affluence fall an easy prey to this inexplicable 
greed. All manners and civility, norms and nobility are set aside to 
grab something without paying anything. Ofcourse. ultimately one 
has to pay for it many times more! Undoubtedly... 


dustice Mahadev Govind Ranade, of the Bombay 
High Court, was once travelling in Satara District for 
some official purpose. He was not only a great jurist and 
a scholar but equally a great social reformer. 


The justice preferred walking that day while his wife 
Pandita Ramabai was following him in a leisurely drawn 
horse-carriage. On both sides of the road there were 
mango-trees bowed down with ripe luscious mango 
fruits. 

At her express desire, the coach-man started 
thrashing and collecting the fruits, One of them fell upon 
Ramabai’s wrist breaking the bangle. She narrated the 
incident to her husband with deep remorse. 


“That is the price one has to pay for unlawful acquisi- 
tion!” said the great jurist and quipped: “And I, too, have 
lost a valuable knife — you see!” 


UARY : » 


A known devil is better than the unknown. 
— PROVERB 


Not to be satisfied with whatever we have seems to be a part of 
human nature. We rarely like our present set of circumstances but 
appreciate (hose of others! 


We also tend to see our difficulties and miseries in magnified 
Proportions while those of others in the reverse. 


Once a man had a strange dream in which Vidhata, 
the Goddess of Fortune, declared to all persons to dump 
their bundle of difficulties and miseries at a particular 
place. 


Everybody did it very enthusiastically. 


Then after the Godeless ordered them to exchange 
their miseries with those of the others, with an option to 
take back their own. 


Everybody opted for an exchange. When it was done 
they found themselves in a critical position — an old 
man who hankered after a son, got one; but was immedi 
ately tumed out of the house by the young man. The 
Poor in exchange of wealth received a host of diseases — 
indigestion, ulcer, blood-pressure and what not! A foolish 
man exchanged intelligence and his mental agony knew 
no bounds ..... a bachelor got a wile and a spinster a 
husband — their unhappiness was a hundred-fold more! 


Slowly but surely it dawned upon them that old 
miseries, like the known devil, are better than the 
unknown! 
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24th JANUARY 


CoG ae 
as 


Birds and wandering monks do not make provi- 
sion for the morrow. 


— SWAMI RAMAKRISHNA © 


Entymologically the word ‘Sanyas’ means to cast away everything 
and a ‘Sanyasi’ is ane who does it completely. He not only throws 
away all the possessions, but also the cares of his well-being! 


“Why are you strolling Mister, at this moment when 
the steamer is approaching the docks?” asked an 
American co-passenger to Swami Ramtirth who was to 
disembark at San Francisco. _ 


“Well, Iam not in a hurry” said the Swami 


“Tm afraid you will have to hurry up and pack your 
things, because in about half an hour we will reach the 


port. By the way, where is your luggage?” 


“Luggage?” asked Swami Ramtirth surprised: “All my 
luggage is on my person. You see, we sanyasi-s dont 
have any luggage. Whatever we have is there with us on 
our person.” 


“What do you mean, Sir?” asked the American. 


“It means, these two apparels which are on my per- 
son — a robe and a dhoti.” * 


“What about money, sir? Where have you kept it?” he 
asked anxiously 


“Why should I have money at all?” he replied with a 
smile: “To us God is money,” 


“What about eating?” 


“It depends upon him. Somehow or other [ get frienids 
and they look after my meals.” 


“Does anybody know you in America?” 
“Yes, [ have a friend.” 


“Who?” 


You” said Swami Ramtirth putting his hand over his 
shouiders. The stranger laughed and became his friend. 


25th JANUARY 


PRE, | 


A little learning is a dangerous thing; 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian Spring! 


— POPE 
Knowledge is infinite! 


The more you study, the more you know how much less you 
know! 


When you know that, you no longer crave for worldly happi- 
ness — perhaps then, you are on the way to knowing something! 


“Maharaj! I have studied the four Vedas, six Shastras 
and eighteen Puranas. | have come here to request you 
to appoint me as your Raj Guru” 


“Well, said the King with a smile: “Please, revise 
their study once more and come after a year. | will be 
happy to have you as my Raj Guru.” 


The Pandit went home angrily. But he started his 
study once again. After a year he went again to the King’s 
court. The King welcomed him but prayed him to come 
back after a year — but this time he wanted him to study 
in a forest in complete seclusion 


This time also he was furious but did as the King 
wished him to do 

A year passed, The King was waiting. He was really 
impressed by the pandit’s tenacity and sincerity, But he 
did not return! At last the King went to his hermitage and 
requested with folded hands: 

“Please adorn my Royal court and bless me and my 
Kingdom!” 

“Who am I to do that, King? Only now | know that 1 
am an ignorant man. "I've so much to lea. So much to 


think... No, | can't go back now.” 
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Presence of mind, minds any situation present. 
— ANON. 


A quick-witted man is a rarity, indeed! If common sense is un- 
common, presence of mind is more uncommon! 


In life, awkward moments present themselves when they are 
least expected. At that time to save the situation is the only way to 
come out of the tangle and embarrassment 


It was 26th January, 1950, the first Republic Day of 
Independent India. 


In Rajkot the capital of the State of Saurashtra, 
Gujarat, at Connaught Hall under the leadership of the 
Chief Minister and the Chairmanship of the Raj-pramukh, 
the Jamsaheb of Nava-Nagar, a solemn and dignified 
ceremony was to take place. An oath of office had to be 
renewed that day under the new constitution of India by 
all the Ministers, high court judges, high officials and 
police and army officers. 


The ceremony went on well until a high court judge 
took his oath by placing his hand on ‘Geeta’ and unwitt- 
ingly slipped it in his coat-pocket. 

Now, it was the turn of an army brigadier. The 
officers ran in circles confused. The holy book was 
missing! The brigadier and the Rajpramukh faced each 
other in deadly silence! 


Then suddenly the Rajpramukh flashed out his toval 
sabre and boomed: 

“You are a soldier! Swear by this, your allegiance to 
the state.....” 


The brigadier placed his right hand on the sword, 
bowed and took his oath of office! The situation was 
saved. 


27th JANUARY 


To take away life isa power which the vilest of 
the earth have in common, to give it belongs to 
God. 


— METASTASIO 


If you are about to harm something living— think: ‘Man may take 
life, but can't give!” 


Charles V, King of England was upset and very sad 
‘one day. He couldn't even wholeheartedly participate in 
his daily routine of palace and Government activities, 


In short, he was not his usual self that day. He 
retired to his chamber rather earlier than ever. After 
some time he summoned his personal secretary and sent 
for the latest information of one of his most loyal friends 
and member of his inner court-circle. 


In no time he was informed that his health was far 
from satisfactory and most probably would not last long 


The king immediately rushed to his friend's house 
unannounced. The dying man’s friends and telatives 
were surprised. 


led him to the sick man’s room, and was left 
alone for a while with his friend . 


“How are you my dear friend?" asked the king with 
great concern and emotion, leaning over his head. 


“Not,...very well....your Majesty!” He replied in a 
very low tone, very slowly, with much difficulty. 


“Oh you'll be alright in no time,” said the king: 


“Tell me what can I do for you?” 


-one,...more day to live... 


“That could be done only by God, my friend!” 
“I wish I had served.,.God instead" said the dying 


28th JANUARY r 29th JANUARY ») 


Not only you, but He too pines for you. 
Grace has been defined, the outward expression 


of the inward harmony of the soul, ~ UPANISHAD 
— HAZLUTT Not only you but Ged also pines for you — you in your purest 
and the best! — you with your love, matching with that of His which is 
limitless. 
Humane behaviour with inborn grace is a rare quality now-a- 
days. Grace is a natural reflection of a es ae oe Dadu Dayal was busy writing his account book in 
ood a rc boven conrwnaifon wit erepe cee the shop oblivious of the stormy presence of the rains and 


It was in 1949 A.D. that Albert Schweitzer visited the 
United States of America after a long time. He himself 
was quite happy to visit it. 


(On his arrival a small party was arranged in a hotel by 
some of his friends, well-wishers and admirers. The hotel 
was well decorated in honour of the great man’s visit. A 
special table was set tastefully, strictly in keeping with the 
decorum of the occasion. 

There were sore short welcome speeches, Then, Mr, 
Schweitzer was formally introduced to the invited guests. 


All of them gave him a standing ovation. After a while 
the chief host requested the Nobel Laureate to cut the 
huge cake for the Dinner. 


The winner of the Nobel Peace Prize stood by the 
table on which the huge cake was placed. 

“Kindly cut it Sir!” 

“Oh, Surel” said Schweitzer “I will gladly do it.” 

He took the big glistening knife and counted the 
guests. There were nine! But Schweitzer cut the cake into 
ten pieces, saying: 

“It's a lovely cake! Even though we are nine in alll, Icut 
the tenth piece for the gracious lady who is going to serve 
us throughout the party!” 


the quiet figure of his Guru, Almost an hour passed by but 
he didn’t even lift up his eyes. 


Then, all of a sudden he saw his guru all drenched up 
in the rains. Immediately, he brought him inside the shop, 
bowed down at his feet and beaged his pardon. Then han: 
ding over a towel, told him: 


“Forgive me, gurudev! I must have kept you for a long 
time in the rain. | am really very sorry that | didn't notice 
you.” 


The guru stood quietly and didn’t utter a single word. 
Dadu, then, pleaded: 


“You must be really angry, | know. But I was really 
very busy with completing my accounts of several weeks.” 


“I know,” said the guru, “because you are an honest 
man anda true devotee of God, people come to your shop. 
But, my son, as I was waiting for you to see me and meet 
me, in the same way the greatest Guru of all is waiting for 
you at the door steps of your Samsar.” 


“O, yes Guruji,” said Dadu Dayal, touched to the 
quick, “I'd leave this Samsar and meet Him!” 


With this he left the shop and his ‘Samsar’! 


A + 30th J. 
WE JANUARY 


Must then a Christ perish in torment in every 
age to save those who have no imagination? 


— GEORGE BERNARD SHAW - 


Thus laments Shaw in the epilogue of his famous play ‘St. Joan’ 
regarding the inhuman sacrifice of Joan of Arc, the saviour of 
France. 


Because people cannot understand the Saints who try to 
save them from themselves,they kill them. 


And yet, one after another, the Saints always follow the same 
path, undeterred! 


Mahatma Gandhi lived and died for Truth, Love and 
Non-Violence. Throughout his life he worked for Hindu- 
Muslim unity and mainly for that he was assassinated on 
30thdan, 1948. 


Amtiving at the evening prayer meeting at 5.10 p.m. 
— ten minutes late — leaning his forearms on Abha 
(his cousin's grandson's wife) and Manu (another of his 
cousin's granddaughter) he hurried towards the raised 
wooden platform where he used to sit. 


People stood up in reverence. A young man barely 
two feet away bent down in obeisance. Manu tried to stop 
him by catching his hand, so that he should not be in 
Gandhiji’s way to the platform. But he jerked her away 
so violently that she fell down. 

Then three shots were fired at the Mahatma at point- 
blank range. The first bullet faltered him a little. With the 
second he bled profusely. His face became ashen pale. 
His arm limped down from Abha’s shoulder. He 
murmured: 


“Hé Ram!" 
‘The third bullet felled him to the ground! 


Mahatma Gandhi died the way all Saints die. 
They die so that the world may live a little better than 
before. 


he ——. 


31st JANUARY fo 


The bread earned by the sweat of the brow is 
thrice blessed bread and it is far sweeter than 
the tasteless loaf of idleness . 


— ALFRED CROWQUILL 


To earn as much money as possible in as little time as possible is 
acommon feature of society for all times. Conseque the pleasure 
of honest money is lost and false values in life are creeping in. These 
must be routed out! 


Shri M. Vishweswaraiya, the world-renowned 
Indian Engineer, had been to America where he had to 
lecture before an enlightened audience, 


As he found himself too busy to spare any time to 
prepare a learned discourse and read it before the body 
of an engineering faculty, he decided to give all the 
technical details to a professional writer and get him 
prepare a learned discourse out of it. 

Atthe appointed day and time Vishweswaraiya went 
to the professional writer's office and got the ‘paper’ 
ready. He went through the script minutely and was very 
much pleased with the result, He therefore, gave its fee of 
eight Dollars and one Dollar more as gratification money 
to the professional writer's Secretary as he was not 
present at that time. 

Next day the writer met him and retumed the extra 
one Dollar, 


“Thank you, Sir!” he said, “I won't like to have it. 
Here is your Dollar.” Then added: “I don't accept this 
sort of income. It is not earned out of my sweat. Besides, 
if I form such a habit I will miss the real pleasure of 
earning money by my own perseverance.” 


2 day at a time, with its failure and fears, 
its hurts and mistakes, with its weakness and 
With its portion of pain and its burden of care; 
One day at a time we must meet and must bear. 


One day at a time to be patient and strong: 
To be calm under trial and sweet under wrong; 

Then its toiling shall pass and its sorrow shall cease: 
It shall darken and die, and the night shall bring peace. 


One day at a time — but the day is so long, 
And the heart is not brave, and the soul is not strong, 


O Thou pitiful God, be Thou near all the way; 
Give courage and patience and strength for the day. 


Not yesterday's load we are called on to bear, 

Nor the morrow's uncertain and shadowy care; 
Why should we look forward or back with dismay? 

Our needs, as our mercies, are but for the day, 


Ast FEBRUARY DRY. 
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Man is only a slave to Money 
— MAHABHARATA 


Money is indispensable, but not always. There are certain things 


which are more valuable then money — ‘Dharma’, for instance: 
Dharma by which is meant Duty, Religion, Philosophy of life, Death 
and God! 


But sometimes, tragically so, even the great fall prey to the all 
powerful Mammon. 


After the Mahabharat wat was over Maharaj 
Yudhishthira along with his brothers and Queen Drau- 
padi went to learn all about ‘Dharma’ from Bhishma 
Pitamaha who was lying on ‘Shara-shaiya’ — Bed of 
arrows — inthe battle field Kurukshetra 


When Bhishma was giving discourse Draupadi 
laughed: 

“What happened, Daughter?” asked Bhishma, the 
grand old man of the entire Kuru-clan: “I beseech you to 


tell me,” 


“Pardon me, Pitamaha!” said Draupadi, embarras: 
sed: “But | felt amused, you talking about Dhara, when 
years ago you yourself did not raise an eye-brow, when 
my modesty was curelly and shamelessly violaied by 
Duhshashana in the Kaurava Court in your very presence! 
ane you will please forgive me, if T could not help but 
laugh today hearing your discourse about Dharma!” 


“You are right, my child!” said Bhishma remorse- 
fully: “But I was Duryodhan's dependent in those days. 1 
was helpless. Now, Iam not. My daughter, may ! tell you 
the harsh reality of life? Man is a slave to money! Only a 
truly great soul can rise above it!” 


An oppressive government is more to be feared 


than the ferocious animals, 
— CONFUCIUS 


‘There cannot be more appropriate words than the above quote 
of Confucius, It has the undeniable truth of personal experience 


recorded below. 


Confucius, the great Chinese philosopher, was 
once going to another town from his own native place. 
As usual he was accompanied by quite a number of 
students. 


They were discussing with him some philosophical 
problems. All were engrossed in the interesting subject 
and they did not know that they were passing through a 
cemetery 


There they heard a woman crying bitierly over a 


newly constructed om 
The ilosopher halted near the woman along 


with his students, When he inquired about her calamity 
she replied sobbing : 


“Within a few months I have lost my father-in-law, my 
husband and my son... 


“Oht" said Confucius sadly ; “How bad! Pray tell 
me how did they die...” 


“They were...killed by a tiger!” said the lady crying: 
“The whole area is menaced by them.” 


“Then why don't you leave this place, sister?” asked 
astudent . 


“Because the Government is very good. The officers 
are kind and helping. generous and noble.” Then she 
added: “They are impartial. They are not corrupt. The 
Government is run for the good of the people... 1" 


“Do you understand the meaning of this, my young 
friends?” asked Confucius to his students: “It means 
that at some places the menace of the Government 
officers is worse than that of tigers!” 


2nd FEBRUARY 


3rd FEBRUARY r} 


That man is worthless who knows how to 
receive a favour but not how to return one. 


— PLAUTUS 


Benevolence is seldom acknowledged by the beneficiary in its 
proper context, because by doing that one has to accept his own 
weakness for which help was sought! 


The great Russian author Turganey had written a 
parable in which God had invited all the good virtues to a 
get-together party. 


In a great heavenly hall all of them had come to 
attend the party in their charming best. The atmosphere 
was sublime —majestic and full of gay conversation 
without losing the dignity of such a solemn and 
unprecedented occasion. 


Most of the good virtues knew each other very well. 
They welcomed and embraced each other very warmly 
Some of them were quite serious even in such an 
informal ge'-together. Some were as innocent as babies 
dancing and singing together. 


God, Almighty, went around the hall and asked 
about their welfare. Then he spotted two good virtues 
who looked as if they were not on speaking terms with 
each other. They hardly even glanced at each other. 


They were the good virtues—‘obligation’ and 
‘gratefulness’. They felt shy and avoided each other. 


God, the father of the whole of the universe, 
introduced them to each other and went away to meet 
some other virtues, They were all, including these two, 
now very happy and forgot their shyness towards each 
other, 


CA 4th FEBRUARY 
ag 


Let not thy left hand know what thy right hand 


doeth . 
— BIBLE 


Philanthrophy is a rare quality in man; and rarertill is the indivi 


fame and other innumerable considerations, 


faction, 


Jamshedji Mehta, Ex-Mayor of Karachi before the 
partition of India was approached by some social workers 
for a donation to the famous Duffrin Hospital of the city. 


Shri Mehta after reading about the several categories 
of donors gave them a cheque immediately. The leader 
of the social workers glanced at the cheque and told him 
a bit surprised: 


“Sir, you have donated Rs, 9,995.00 only 
“Yes, ofcourse!” 


“.... But.....only Rs. 5,00 more would have made it 
Rs, 10,000.00"! 


“Yes, | know"! said Jamshedji with a smile. 


“May | inform you sir, that by donating Rupees Ten 
Thousand your good name would be carved on the 
marble-plaque....” 


“Is it so"? 
“Yes, Sir”! The social worker said enthusiastically 


“But that is exactly what I do not want” said Jam- 
shedji firmly and finally: “I don’t want anyone to know 
about it at all!” 


dual who gives anything without strings attached — strings of name, 


The highest ideal of giving is that nobody should know about it. 
Giving can and must be for the sake of it— only for personal satis- 


5th FEBRUARY 


Kindness is the golden chain by which society is 
bound together. 


— GOETHE 


Because of individual as wellas institutional efforts of 
benevolence, the social structure holds itself as one single unit. 


The Superintendent of the children’s orphanage went 
round with the couple to show them the beautiful arrange- 
ment of the various departments of the institution, 


The couple were rich and coming from an affluent 
strata of the metropolis. They were kind-hearted, 
enlightened and looked at the problems of life in the light 
of their own way of thinking. 


“What have you to say for the improvement in the 
daily management of the institution?” asked the Super- 
intendent politely. 


“I think it is well-managed!” said the young man to the 
Superintendent. Then turned to his wife and asked: “Isn't 
it, dear?” 


“Yes, it is very well managed.” Agreed the young lady 
with her husband. 


“We are interested in adopting two children from your 
orphanage.” said the couple almost simultaneously: “Is it 
possible? And if so, will you please help us in the selec- 
tion?” 

“Oh yes!” said the Superintendent happily: “You are 
most welcome-to adopt the children.” Then, he added: 
“There would be some formalities for the adoption. But ] 
will show you the best children for you to adopt. They will 
suit you very well.” 


The couple looked at each other for a while and then 
the lady said: 


“No, thank you! Kindly let us have those two whom 


no one would prefer to adopt!” 


6th FEBRUARY 


Ihave crawled under your protection, 
Now where’s the doubt? Where's the apprehension? 


— NANAK 


To pray to God, to sing his praise, to worship his name e thousand 
times a day or more, is not uncommon to man. 


In fact, he is very prompt and punctual in his religious rituals 
But of course, to have full faith in his God is altogether a different 
preposition — especially in times of calamities, natural or otherwise! 


Swami Remtirth had been to Japan for a religious 
conference 


The Indian residents of that country organized a 
daily religious meeting — ‘Satsanga’ — till he was there. 
The meeting-hall used to be jam-packed every day. 


‘Swamiji discussed with them a variety of religious 
subjects and topics. One of them used to be ‘Absolute 
faith in God’. 


One day the building in which the ‘Satsanga’ was 
going on suddenly started rocking from its very founda- 
tion. 


“It’s an earth-quake! Run!! Run outside! Run for 
life....” Everybody shouted while running to save himself, 

Swamiji was quietly sitting where he was. Eyes, 
closed. Face, perfecily calm. Mind, undisturbed. 

The earth-tremor stopped. The audience entered 
the Hall, Swamiji was seated in a relaxed position. They 
asked him, why he did not run out to save himself! 
Replied Swamiji: 

T did run — but within! Then I surrendered myself 
to God! I felt protected. There was no fear at all!” 


iA 


7th FEBRUARY 


One good mother is worth a hundred school. 
masters. 


— GEORGE HERBERT 


Love is a basic necessity to teach children; and no-one loves a 
child better than a mother. She can communicate with a child much 
more than any one. A mother, indeed is the greatest teacher! 


The lady received a letter from the school-master 
sent with the pupil. 

* “Your son is absolutely dull and just can't read and 
understand anything. I advise you to withdraw his 
admission from the school.” After that he had also written 
that in his opinion it was best for the parents not to waste 
their money on such a child, 

The mother was infuriated and went to the school 
immediately with the son. She met the school-master and 
told him in stern voice 


“My son is certainly not a dull boy. I have seen him 
in my home since childhood till he was admitted here in 
this school at the age of six.” 


She paused for some time till her rage had subsided 
and then continued: 


“Since his birth [ have never found my son a dim- 
witted child, Iam sure, Sir, his grasping power is good, his 
memory is good. He is, I venture to say, much above an 
ordinary child. Perhaps that's why you find him dull. I 
don’t want him to be in any school. I will teach him, 
now!” 


And she started teaching him and he studied very 
enthusiastically under her. 


That boy was none other than Thomas Alva 
Edison — the great scientist and inventor 


8th FEBRUARY 


9th FEBRUARY 


Charity is the perfection and ornament of 
religion. 
— ADDISON 


‘There is no religion higher than charity to the poor and needy. In 
reality, to be sympathetic towards them is the first step in the direc 
tion of Godliness 


“Please accept my ‘Pranam's', Gurudev!” said the 
Maharaja of Kashmir when Swami Bhaskarananda grac- 
ed the King’s Court by his presence 


“May you be blessed O King!” said the Swami to the 
King who led him to his Royal Throne and requested him 
to sit on it. 


“No, Maharaj!” said Swami Bhaskarananda with a 
smile. “It is the King's throne. For me this ordinary chair 
will do well,” 


‘The king then paid his respects by placing fresh Kun- 
da flowers at his feet and also a lot of gold coins ina 
diamond studded silver plate 


“Kindly accept this humble present from me, 
Gurudev,” said the Maharaja with folded hands. 


Swami Bhaskarananda took a handful of coins and 
threw it backwards from over his head, to the ordinary 
people who were sitting behind, 


“Gurudev, Maharaji” said the surprised and 
restfallen king: “What have you done?” 


“| have done the right thing, O King! I am a Sanyasi. 
Sanyasi-s don't need any wordly possession, any time, 
from anyone” said the Swami, ‘Neither do the rich and 
formidable gentry sitting in front of us. The people who 
really deserve your gifts are sitting behind your throne. 
‘They deserve your attention, Maharaj! Pay your attention 
there. They require your help, guidance and protection’. 


Humility is the root, mother, nurse, foundation 
and bond of all virtues. 


— ST. CHRYSOSTOM 


Only in the fertile land of humility all victues grow and develop, 
They are protected by humility from solf-conceit and arrogance. It 
generates love and respect for all. 


The principal entered the classroom stealthily. He 
noticed the teacher's mistake and scolded him harshly 
there and then before his students. 


The teacher was very much downcast and couldn't 
lift up his face. 


The principal went to his office, and plunged mto his 
chair very sadly. He was sorry because he had insulted a 
teacher in front of his students. 


He decided that he should do something to atone for 
his blunder. He called for the teacher, 


When the peon went to the teacher to give him the 
message, he thought that the principal would certainly 
relieve him from his job, 


When he entered the principal's office he got up to 
receive the teacher and bowed down at his feet and begg- 
ed his pardon: 


“Please, forgive me for my unpardonable crime of in- 
sulting you before your pupils!” 


The teacher stood dumbfounded at this. The cons: 
cientious principal was none other than the great social 
reformer of Maharashtra, Shri Gopalrao Agarkar. 


10th FEBRUARY 


The weak cannot forgive. Forgiveness is the 
attribute of the strong. 


— MAHATMA GANDHI 


Yes! Only a strong man can forgive, Maharshiji was both a 
Sanyasi and a strong man, He had been poisoned more than once 
before — but this time he couldn't survive, 


Yet, he forgave the culprit in the way only he could do! 


Maharshi Dayanand Saraswati, the founder of Arya- 
samaj went to Jodhpur, Rajasthan at the express wish 
and insistent requests of its King. 


Consequently the King according to the dictates of 
the Maharshi went on discarding his vices one after 
another. Like himself he wanted the people of India to be 
strong, healthy and free from vices. Even the rulers of the 
Indian states were not spared by him — like his present 
host. 


One of the worst hit persons was one Nannijan, the 
King’s favourite dancer. The Maharshi thus was her first 
enemy. He must be eliminated! She thought... So" 
Nannijan lured the royal cook Jagannath by her charms 
and money to mix deadly poison in the mills which 
Maharshiji always used to take before retiring to bed 


The moment he knew, he summoned the cook 
Told him with pity: 


“What have you done. you fool? Do you know that 
my life-work would be incomplete?....Alright, take this 
money and run away from here .... from India! Go 
to Nepal. .... Otherwise people will lynch you to pieces... 
Go,,.,...1Go fast...!!" 


And the great Sanyasi left this world despite a month 
of intense medical treatment. 


_—— J 
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In this world all the virtues reside in Gold 
— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


Proverbs have the experience of all people, of all time, of all 
wisdom, of all ages that are packed tightly into one short pithy 
sentence which touches the spot quickly, pointedly and powerfully. 


This great proverb tells us all about money, men, matters and 
manners of the world. 


“Good Morning, Sir” 


— A gentleman hurriedly going to his office 
suddenly stopped and wished the business-tyeoon with 
all the sweetness and humility that he could muster in 
himself at the moment. 


“G'morning’” the business tycoon wished him the 
same; and added: “Thank you. I will convey!” 

Then another businessman came across him, and 
Said! « Good morning, shetht” 
“Good moming, my friend!” said he: “I will relate, 
thanks? 

“Namaste” a social worker wished him, “Salaam — 
mmale-kum” seid the other, “Namaskar” another wished 
him: “Salaam, Bhal saheb!” ..... “Jay-Jay” ..... “Jai Shri 
Krishna” .... “Ram, Ram, Prabhu! 


To all of them, one by one, he very carefully and 
sincerely said; “Thank You! | will tell” or "Thanks, Ill in- 
form” or “Walekum Salaam, Main Khabar Kar Dunga” “I 
will inform!”, “Til relate . bs 


When a close friend asked him the real meaning of it, 
he said 


“It means that | will tell my ‘Safe’, where | keep my 
money, that all the salutations were sent to it — not to 
use in my dire poverty none cared to lool at 


12th FEBRUARY. 
walloe Who seeks for aid 
Must show how service sought can be repaid! 
OWEN MEREDITH 


Good men, noble men, never forget their obligations. 


For them, remembering them is natural — just instinctive. They 
set good examples for posterity to follow! 


Abraham Litcoln was frightfully busy with his 
election campaign. Every meeting, every day, every hour 
was important 


He was campaigning for his first term of the office of 
the President of the United States of America. Once 
when he was preparing for a very important election 
meeting he received an urgent letter from an old lady in 
whose poor home he was sheltered when he too was 
very poor, 


He used to help her whenever she with her small son 
went to the forest for cutting woods. It was she who 
sheltered him when he had arrived in that small village 
with shabby tom clothes. At night he used to read law as 
one of his plans for the future was to be a lawyer, 


And he did become a lawyer — and a brilliant one at 
that! That's why the old lady had requested him to go to 
her immediately to take up her son’s case against whom a 
charge was levelled for murdering a man who was a 
hard-core, incorrigible drunkard with a criminal bent of 
mind and intentions. 


Lincoln, against his friends’ advice, rushed to the old 
lady, to fight for her son in court casting away his election 
campaigns to the winds! 


13th FEBRUARY ee 


Be kind to all! Free them from their suffering, 


— BUDDHA 


Kindness finds out its own ways and means to manifest itself. It 
is expressed from small and simple sacrifices to the highest! 


“Vidarbha Raja! I have come to request you. 

“T know, Gurudev!” said Vidarbha, King of Shravsati, 
suppressing his anger: “Your request. You as a citizen of 
Kapilvastu have come here to plead for its people.” 

“Yes, Rajan!” said Guru Mahanama: “] have come for 
the helpless citizen of Kapilvastu. Please stop this brutal 
slaughter, this arson, this looting ....! The king of 
Kapilvastu has fled away. You have defeated him and 
taken your revenge.” Guru Mahanama saw that Vidarbha 
was not at all moved by his appeal. 

He paused for a while and suddenly he remembered: 


“Rajan ...! May I ask from you my Gurudaxina? 
You have yet to give it to me.” 


“Yes, Gurudew!” said the King: “Ask anything,” 


“Then stop this indiscriminate and unjustifiable 
slaughter. That would be my Gurudaxinal” 


“| know the nature of these citizens. They would 
always like their former king.” said the king, then added: 


“Anyway, you are a good diver. I‘will stop the killing 
and allow the people to flee away till you come to the sur- 
face of the city tank.” 


Guru Mahanama went to the city tank, dived deep 
and tied himself to base of the old ‘Victory-tower’. 


‘The Guru never surfaced and the entire city fled away 


to safety! 
— | 


ah 
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For they can conquer who believe they can! 


— DRYDEN: 


Conviction begets confidence! Confidence begets self-respect 
and self-respect, courage!! With these basic inner qualities man can 
‘overcome all the obstacles and achieve his goal in life, His mission of 
life, becomes his own life! 


Jagdish Chandra Bose had been to Paris, France, to 
demonstrate and prove by his famous experiments that 
plants have life in them — that they eat and drink — and 
smile and laugh and cry and ofcourse, they, like us, 
inhale and exhale! 


He had proved all these by his very sensitive and 
minute machines like ‘Resonant recorder’ and ‘Keisko- 
graph’ The latter machine can record a one millionth time 
increase in growth in the plant. 


All these mechanisms he got prepared from our 
native artisans. 


With all these equipment he went to Paris and to 
lecture and demonstrate about his theory before the well- 
known scientists! 


In that meeting he asked for a bunch of fresh plants, 
selected one of them and put some drops of cyanide. The 
plant appeared to be more alive rather than get withered. 


Dr. Bose was surprised. He put few more drops of 
the deadly poison on it, The machine showed a little 
more bloom. He told the house aloud: 


“This can'tbe cyanide! It must be sugar.” 


And before the shocked and surprised audience he 
tasted that liquid: 


“It is sweet!” he said; ‘Didn't I tell you so? Otherwise 
the plant wouldn't have bloomed. I wasso sure of it!” 


= a, 


15th FEBRUARY 


Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice; 
Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy 
dudgernent — SHAKESPEARE 
The position of a judge is as high as that of God! 


Itisthe most exhalted, the most powerful, the most considerate, 
the most kind and vet the most cruel position ever thought! 


Judges, 
in and out of court, 
Beware!! 
It was absolutely an unpardonable offence against 
the all powerful Angrez Raj. 


‘A daring act of sedition by a petty official! He should 
be made to realise what a grave crime had been 
committed by him! 


The case was filed against the man in the Assistant 
Collector's Court 


The Assistant Collector was the famous poet of 
Gujarati Literature. Shri Narsimharao Bholanath Divetia. 
The offender was a librarian of a public library, and he 
dared display Lokmanya Balgangadher Tilak’s portrait at 
a prominent place in the reading hall. 


The case drew considerable attention in the Govern- 
ment as well as the private circles. A white superior to 
Shri Divetia summoned him to his office. 


“Listen Mr. Divetia, this arrogant fellow must be 
punished severely! Understand?. 


“N.B. Divetia delivers.his judgements with utmost 
care and justice!” Then stood up and before leaving his 
cabin added firmly: “He does not solicit for or submit to 
anyone's advice or orders. He may listen, but need not 
accept!” 

Next day the poet, the judge, the brave official set 
free the librarian. 

Narashimarao was, naturally, not promoted to 
Collectorship! He never cared for it, anyway! 


VA FEI Nz 
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Few men have virtue to withstand the highest 
bidder. 


Toleration is the best religion — GEORGE WASHINGTON 
— VICTOR HUGO 


How can a true patriot do anything by which his country could be 


armed i i? it it at cost. 
Every religion admonishes us to tolerate and see in it something Bea ie Sah Ee oa NN A ee, 


good. Every act usually has two sides, good and bad. We have to 
learn by seeing the good side. That would teach us tolerance which is 
religion. Those were the days when Lokmanya Tilak was 
reigning supreme over the hearts of Indians. He was so 
popular and respected by the masses that one British 


Swami Dayanand Saraswati, the founder-saint of ee Ba dt 
“Arya Samaj' was lecturing before a big congregation, The SS ac re ee a 
people were pens tredinat in thie principles ot naturally thought as shrewd businessmen that by naming 
‘Arya Samaj’ and their explanations. the pen thus it would have a tremendous sale, and they 
After sometiine some hooligans and disrupters would have a very big protit 

started shouting and hooting at Swam)ji. He went on with They knew that the people of India considered him a 
his deliberations and discourse uninterrupted, The au- saviour and everyone of them would be using it. So they 
‘ibe han ioe gooey panies pideduce wrote him a letter to the address of his journal Kesari: 
were quietened down, Those who had nothing to argue “If you would be kind enough to give your permission 
about followed this uncivilised, inhuman tactic. They to have our brand of pen named ‘Lokmanya’ we would be 
listened for some time more but again they showed their highly obliged to you.” 


senseless animosity by throwing stones, mud and dust. 
Against this, the protagonists of ‘Arya Samaj’ and 
Swamij's followers could not do anything as he asked 
them to remain quiet and be seated. 


They also sent him a sample of such a brand of pen 
with the name ‘Lokmanye’. The Lokmanya was very 
much amused with this strange gesture and shameless 
greedy business tactic . At that time he was present in his 

Swamiji's lecture went on amidst the clouds of dust office, He looked around and quipped to his friends: 
and mud. After the lecture was over, Swamij!’s followers “The British are a funny taco, They atetobbing India 
ape Hansel thee ‘were not allowed to retaliate, Swami in several ways. Now they want to utilize my name for 

4 that. No..... he added, “I will never allow them to use 

“Why should we retaliate? They were helping our my name for harming my country!" 
cause because the garden of ‘Arya Samaj’ required, fertile 
earth to flourish and develop. They are providing us the 
necessary manure. They must be thanked because they 
were our real well-wishers.” 
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Buy not what you want, but what you have need 
of; what you do not want is dear at a farthing. 


—CATO 


In a country where the basic necessities of life — food, shelter 
and clothing — are difficult to procure — anything else is ex- 
travagancel 


“Maharaj, an Englishman requests you to grant him 
an audience!” said the attendent to Maharaja Ranjitsingh. 


“Send him in”, said the Maharaja. 


The Englishman entered the Darbar-Hall and saluted 
the King. 


“Tell me, what can we do for you?” asked the 
Maharaja. 


“lam a businessman, Your Majesty! I am trading in 
beautiful glassware’, replied the Englishman politely. “May 
Iplace before you some of them for your gracious perusal, 
Your Majesty?” 

“You may!’ 

“Thank you, your Majesty”, said the polite business 
man and displayed a very beautiful flower-vase: “Please, 
look at this thing of beauty! Let it adorn Your Majesty's 
palace as well as your subjects’ homes.” 

Maharaja Ranjit Singh held it in his hand for a while 
and suddenly smashed it on the floor, The flower-vase 
was shattered to pieces 

“How much will it cost now?" asked the Maharaja, 

“Nothing, Sir!” replied the shocked Englishman. 

‘The King ordered a glass ink pot and smashed it on the 
floor. The ink-pot broke into several pieces, 
i “Will these pieces be of some value, now?” asked the 
ing. 

“No, sir!” 

“That settles the matter!” said Ranjit Singh: “Mine is a 
poor country. It can't afford a thing which could not be 
resold after its utility is exhausted.” 
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One who serves others, serves God 
— SWAMI VIVEKANAND 


Could He be found in Mandirs, Masjids, Churches, Guru- 
dwaras.....? 


Try Him amongst the forsaken and forgotten, the poor and 
pain-wrecked.....! 


You might get a glimpse of Him there... 


It was a long row of labourers sitting for the meal; 
and Swami Vivekanand himself was serving them with 
utmost care and love. 


They were the labourers who had. been cutting wild 
grass and thorny weeds that had grown very thick around 
the Belur Math. They were a very poor lot hailing from 
Santhal, yet traditionally good-natured, hardworking and 
honest people. 

Swami liked them and took interest in them indivi- 
dually. He used to ask them about their domestic difficul 
ties as well as socio-economic backwardness. They 
considered the great Swami as one of their own kinsman 
and looked upto him for many a critical problem. 

When he gave them a rich meal on the Bellur Math 
grounds they were very,very happy. One of them asked 
him: 


“Swami Bapu, from where could you spring up so 
many new delicacies, so many varieties.... and in such a 
big quantity? Are you a miracle-man, Sir? 


Swamiji laughed and patted his head and said: “My 
brothers, | see Narayana (God) in you!” Then told his 
disciples: 


“Look at them, how good and innocent they are! | 
wish, you serve them to lessen their miseries alittle. That 
is the real ‘Sanyasa’ — not only donning these yellow 
robes! Serve God by serving them” 


20th FEBRUARY 
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Let's go hand in hand, not one before another. 
— SHAKESPEARE 


For the good of society we have to fight together and not in- 
dividually. The powerful can crush individuals, not a whole society! 


“You can't sit here? ordered the bus conductor, 


“Why not?” asked Roza Parks, a Negro lady, to the 
white conductor. 


“Because this seat is reserved for white ladies only.” 


“But there is no room anywhere in the bus. So am 
going to sit here! You can do your worst.” 


Alter that she was arrested for this ‘crime’ when the 
Parson of that township Dr. Martin Luther King, a Negro 
himself, organized a boycott of the bus and for several 
weeks the entire Negro population which was the major 
portion of commuters started travelling on foot both 
ways. Consequently the income of the bus company 
dwindled down, The Company then lifted the Searegation 
bye-law. 


Dr. King continued his fight against this racial 
segregation for some years. The movement which began 
frorn that township became a huge national agitation. He 
suffered a lot personally, physically as well as financially. 
He was hooted, abused, threatened and sometimes 
belaboured also. But he followed the Gandhian way of 
truth, love, forgiveness, non-violence and non- 
cooperation. Most of the civilised population of the whites 
sided with him spiritually as well as physically. 


Ultimately the American Congress repealed the 
segregation law. 


He was another Gandhi in the New World: In death 


also he met with the same fate as Mahatma Gandhi. 
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On the stage he was a natural, simple, affecting. 
‘twas only that when he was off, he was acting! 


— GOLDSMITH 


Sometimes there happens to be a very thin line of difference bet- 
ween the stage of a theatre and that of life. 


The play was almost coming to an end. 


The climax has been reached and the famous ‘Yiddish 
Art Theatre’ actor, Tomashevsky and another actor of 
world acclaim, Paul Muni were at their acting best. The 
audience was intensely following the play, 


Tomashevsky, the great stage-actor was at his zenith 
that night. He actually lived every moment of his 
character — the character of judge! It was Tornashevsky's 
strength and weakness, both, Many a time it so happen- 
ed, that due to his emotional involvement with the 
character he used to forget his dialogue and key-words, 


In his play Paul Muni was acting as the defence 
counsel of a worker accused of crime connected with a 
strike. Paul Muni was arguing very forcefully and his ap- 
peal was largely writ on the faces of audience and of 
course the judge — actor Tomashevsky. 

“Would you condemn the dignity of this man?” con- 
tinued Paul Muni: “Can you do this, Sir? Will it not be a 
travesty of justice if he is not given due place in society? 
Can you deny this man his legitimate right?” 


“No ...” said Tomashevsky, the judge, sobbing. 


That ruined the last act of the play as the judge was 
supposed to have said “Yes!” 


22nd FEBRUARY 
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It is better to have a noble enemy than a foolish 
friend. — ANON 
— PROVERB 


Generosity grows with greatness! 


When one achieves true greatness he reaches a particular height 


eras : from which he sees the world in its proper perspective — the nobility 
‘The noble will never be inhuman even if enemies while the foolish or the pettiness of the people, whether they are ‘small’ or ‘big! 


will harm even as friends. 


This happened when America was fighting for her 


“Your Majesty!” said an officer: “We are passing Independence under the overall military command of 
through a very precarious condition.” General George Washington. 

“Yes, Jahanpanah!” said another: “We have nothing Once he saw a corporal ordering his platoon in a 
to eat and nothing to drink.” very rude way, They were trying to shift a very heavy 


weight from one place to another. The corporal without 
helping them in any way was making them unnecessarily 
nervous by shouting, 


“There is no water for us. No food for us Badshah 
Salamat! It is better to be killed instantly than to die such 
a slow death...! and day after tomorrow it is the Id. 
Shall we starve that day?” Washington was in civilian dress and requested the 


"Be, quiet!” said the Nizam,: “I know it! And [ have corporal to give the soldiers a helping hand so that it 
come to a conclusion that I will write a letier to Bajirao could be easier for them to do the job well 


Peshwa and request him to lift his seige for a day in “Tam the corporal, you know!” said he arrogantly, 
honour of the holy Id!” 
“They are under my charge, | can't do their job!’ 

He then wrote a letter to the Peshwa who had sur: : 
rounded the vast armies of the Nizam by his formidable “Alright, Sit!” said the Chief Commander to the 
Maratha forces. The seige was so tight and perfect that lowest official in army: “I will lend them my hand.” 
supplies of all sorts including food and water were also im- Then he took out his overcoat and joined the 
posable, soldiers. 


“Maharaja!” said a Maratha Commander: “Please do 
not accede to his request. An enemy is after all an 
enemy!” “Whenever you do not have enough men and need 
help, just send for the Chief Commander of the army! He 
will be glad to come and help you!" 


And after doing the job he told the arrogant corporal 


“But my friend, we are noble enemies. Let them enjoy 
their holy Id. Let them have enough food and water. We 
should fight so nobly that even enemies will have to praise The corporal stood stunned. Then it slowly dawned 
us. Lift the seige as requested!” said the great Peshwa. upon him that the civilian gentleman must have been 
none other than the Chief Commander himself. 


I have mental joys and mental health. 
Mental friends and mental wealth, 
yest T have all but riches bodily! 


— WILLIAM BLAKE 


Wealth is but an illusion — as momentary as a bubble, Life has a 
meaning and purpose if it has preserved its etemal values. 


Jeremy Teller was a famous Litterateur of the English 
language, He was not only a good author but also a saint- 
ly person, 


Once there was a theft in his house and everything 
was lost. His friends and well-wishers came to his house 
to give him solace. But they were pleasantly surprised that 
he was not at all miserable and morose. On the contrary, 
there was something like the feeling of elation on his face. 


One of them even told him: 


“Well, Jeremy, my dear fellow, it seems you are quite 
happy with the tragedy.” 


“Yes, you appear to be elated, my friend!” said 
another, 


Teller just laughed. Then said quietly: 


“Whatever that was worth stealing was taken away, 
and what was not worth siealing and really precious is 
here only, Why should I be sorry? On the contrary, | am 
now actually freed from unnecessary botherations,” 


“What exactly do you mean, my friend?" asked one of 
them. 


“This body, intellect, power, mind and its alertness, 
my soul and its values are still here — safe and sound! 
The rest were useless.” Then he added: “Actually, I must 
thank the thief! He has lessened my extra-burden!” 
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Sometimes even a Satan sparks Godliness. 
— ANON 


The incident retold below proves the above proverb well, 
Nobody could be really bad in this God-created world. 


The bridge to invade Lanka had been already 
prepared across the sea, But it could not be used till the 
Vastu Ceremony (an auspicious religious ceremony 
before the use of any new construction) was performed. 


Bhagwan Rama was at a loss to proceed since there 
was no Brahmin available in the vicinity. 


Then one day he received a message. He sald: 


“Maharaj, | have come from Rakshas Raj Ravana — 
the Lord of Lanka and all the three worlds! He has given 
me a message to deliver. He says: 


“have heard that you don't have a Brahmin to 
perform the Vastu ceremony of the bridge to cross over 
the sea for the invasion! 


It is the traditional duty of a Brahmin to help any 
known or unknown Yajman (host) in such a crisis! 


“You know that I am a Brahmin! If you so desire, | 
shall place my services as such at your disposal!” 


Shri Rama accepted the offer with gratitude. Ravana 
performed his duty as a Brahmin; and at the end of the 
ceremony, Rama, the Yajman, bowed down at the feet 
of Ravana, the purohit for his blessings. 


Said Ravana: “God bless you, Yajman Raja! May the 
use of the newly constructed structure win you name and 
fame for ever!” 
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Charity begins at home. 
— TERENCE 


When you think serving people, let it begin with your family. Of- 
course, when your urge goes beyond the small circle of your family, 
get their permission — mostly they won't refuse! 


“Babal” said a young enthusiast to Sant Vinoba 
Bhave: 1 have decided to serve the Nation under your 
guidance.” 


“Very good!” said Vinobaji: “But are your parents 
happy with your decision?” 


“No, Baba! They are against my decision.” 


“Then my friend, your duty is to stay with your family 
and get their permission by persuading them to agree with 
your ideals. Only then, I will welcome you here!” said 
Vinobaji. ’ 
Next day another young man entered the Paunar 
Ashram and went straight to the Sant and said: 


“Babaji, | want to join you to serve the masses of our 
poor nation,” 


“Very good. | am pleased!” said the Sant of Paunar: 
“But do you know the people of your small village? Do you 
meet them? — Talk with them? Do you know their 
various problems?" 


“No, Babajil” said the young man: “I don't know 
them. I know only our state Ministers and a couple of 
Central Ministers!..... And, mostly 1 stay out of my 
village for my various activities.” 

“My young friend,” said Vinobaji: “First try to know 
everyone of the entire population of your village, then you 
come here, I'll welcome you here!” 


“To me, National Service begins from your family, 
village, town, district, state, nation and then the 
Universe.” 
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Instead of the hatchet blows, thank God, we 
received mere pin-pricks, 


— PROVERB 


Human beings were always advised by the great to belittle their 
own difficulties and miseries! 


And surely, this attitude is not an eye-wash! It is a stark reality of 
life. Besides, it heartens you to suffer a little more. 


They were passing through a road thickly populated 
by sky-high mansions. Both the preceptor and the 
disciple were discussing about highly philosophical 
problems, mostly regarding the world, its ways and God: 
Almighty, 

Suddenly they were showered profusely by dust and 
ash 


“Oh God, what is this nonsense?” said the disciple 
angrily; “They don’t even care to look down and see 
whether their rubbish falls upon others.” 


“It is, alright, son!" said the preceptor: “We are the 
devotees of God. We need not worry about such trifles.” 


“ Trifles, Sir, they are ash, dust, leftovers from the eat- 
ables and what not. They don't know that cleanliness is 
next to Godliness.” Then after a pause the disciple said: 
“What would happen to them? They are beyond salva- 
tion,” 


“I don't know, my son!” smiled the preceptor lov- 
ingly: “I only know this, that | am a Sadhu. I can clean 
myself and my robe in the water of the river but my 
innumerable sins could only be cleansed by fire. Instead | 
thank God that | am showered only by ash and dust. God 
isinfinitely kind! So, remain happy in any position!” 
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Science, like virtue, is its own exceedingly great 
reward 
— CHARLES KINGSLEY 


Pursuance of science is something which cannot be measured in 
terms of material considerations like power, fame or money. 


It is like pursuing a virtuous life which is its own joy and 
fulfilment. 


Other things are mere superficialities! 


Albert Finstein, the great Scientist, shunned all the 
worldly acquisitions—even the greatness that we thrust 
upon him 


Once Rockfeller, the world’s richest man, handed 
him over a cheque of forty-five thousand dollars, 


Einstein used it as a book-mark! 


He completely forgot about its worth in money and 
thus the costly book-rmark moved from volume to volume 
in the Scientist's library. In such a quick succession did it 
move on, that a time came when it was lost track of 


Once Mrs, Einstein suddenly remembered it and 
asked her husband about its whereabouts 


“Who knows where it is? It might be in one of the 
books”, he replied. Then added quite innocently: “Why 
worry 50 much about a mere book-mark? Please, prepare 
@ new one from an old thin cardboard! It would serve 
my purpose very well.” 


Mrs. Einstein's reactions are not known. Nor are 
those of Mr. Rockfeller, But, we are sure that he must 
have heard about the novel “Book-Mark” — worth 
exactly forty-five thousand U.S, Dollars. 


Certainly pursuance of science or that of any other 
ideal has its own reward. It’s own unlimited ecstasy! 
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Let every one negotiate for it himself, and trust 
no agent. 


— SHAKESPEARE 


The good old adage “Self-help is the best help” is true for ever, 
You can depend upon aids for some time and that too upto a par- 
ticular point only! Then only you will excell! ® 


“Sir, L have lost ofe of my lambs!” said a shepherd to 
Garibaldi, the immortal hero of Italy: “Please Sir, help me. 
It has strayed away somewhere in this vast forest. Sir, | 
am all alone! | can’t find it out myself.” 


“Oh, is it so?" asked Garibaldi sympathetically to him. 
“L will do my best, You wait here,” And then he called his 
orderly and ordered: 


“Listen, this shepherd has lost one of his lambs. Tell 
all the soldiers to trace it out from the forest”. 


— And the soldiers of Garibaldi scanned the entire 
jungle at night with lanterns in their hands. But, all their 
efforts were of no avail, 


In the morning the soldiers returned empty-handed. It 
was a sort of defeat for them. 


In the morning when Garibaldi's orderly went to him 
he was surprised that the great fighter was still asleep. He 
slowly awakened him: “It's time to get up, Sit!” 


“Oh, yes!"said Garibaldi sitting up in the bed pulling 
‘out a lamb from under his cot: “l was also busy finding 
this lamb. It took almost the whole night for me to find it 
out,” Then added; “Please hand it over to the shepherd 
as soon as possible!” 
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There once was an oyster whose story | tell, 

Who found that some sand was inside his shell, 

dust one little grain, but it gave him great pain! 

For oysters have feelings, though they all seem so plain. 
Now did he berate the workings of fate, 

Which had led him to such a deplorable state? 

Did he curse out the government — call for an election, 
And cry that the sea “should have given protection” 


No! He said to himself as he lay on the shelf, 
“Since I cannot remove it, [ll try to improve it.” 


The years rolled along, as the years always do, 

And he came to his ultimate destiny — stew! 

And the small grain of sand that had bothered him so, 
Was a beautiful pearl, all richly aglow! 
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In friendship what is thine is mine and all mine 
isthine . 
— PLATUS 


Friendship is considered to be the greatest boon a man can have 
in his life. It is perhaps the closest relationship that can be possible 
between two human beings. 


The old adage “Friendship is one mind between two bodies”, 
is really true for all time, 


Once Chaitanya Mahaprabhu, ‘Nimai’ before he 
renounced the world to be a great devotee of Lord 
Krishna, was sailing in a boat with his dearest friend 
Raghunath, 

There Nimai read to him a learned treatise that he 
had recently written. Then he saw Raghu’s face was pale 
and down-cast, 

“What is it, my friend? What happened? Pray, tell 
me !'asked Nimai with great concern, 


“Nothing! Nothing serious’ 
“Please, Raghu! please. ..” 


“Alright!” he replied with a sign, “! will tell you, I have 
also written a treatise on the same subject. But. . . 
but... it is worth nothing before your great work. I wish | 
had not penned it at all.” 

“J also wish the same...” murmured Nimai to him- 
self and before Raghu could resirain him he threw his 
own monumental work in the gushing and rushing 
waters of the turbulent River. 

Raghu looked aghast at the drowning book — tears 
rolling down his cheeks! 
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Generosity during life proceeds from genuine 
liberality and benevolence. 


— HORACE MANN 


It is always true that the joy of giving surpasses a thousand-fold 
that of receiving. Giving is an expansion in consciousness. 


The audience was brought to indescribable ecstasy 
by the music of the one and only, the great Brahms. At 
the end there was an unending applause and a standing 
ovation. 


For the musiclovers it was an unforgettable ex- 
perience. A revelation. A joy which one would not get from 
the ordinary objects of pleasure. 


After the programme was over a British gentleman, 
dressed immaculately in the typical aristocratic fashion of 
the day, came quietly to the office and left the fat amount 
of £ 1,000-00 in the name of “Brahms, the great!” and left 
swiftly without much ado to his waiting vehicle, 


Joachim, Brahm’s friend and colleague, very happy 
with the appreciation, sent the news to him immediately 
with a congratulatory note. He was sure that his great col: 
league would be very much pleased. 


And pleased he was! He wrote to Joachim: 


“There could be nothing more beautiful than this ap: 
preciation, that too, in terms of money!Also,it is much 
more touching that a perfect stranger does-it. And, | 
think no one has personally written to me recently — so 
he must be an unknown gentleman —a true musiclover! 


Ican only express my joy in one way: to distribute it 
to the needy! 


Lip 
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How fleet is a glance of the mind 
compared with the speed of its flight; 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

and the swift-winged arrows of light! 


— COWPER 


In emergency certain actions must take place with split-second 
efficiency. It must be switter, as the poet describes, swifter than 
light or the mind! 


It happened somewhere in Africa — 


Everything was calm and quiet in the dense African 
forest. Only occasionally the rumbling of a passing train 
would disturb the peace for some time, 


All of a sudden’ the force landing of an aeroplane ter- 
ified the entire area and its environment. Fortunately it 
was almost a safe landing — on the railway tracks. 


But to the dismay of all concerned a Railway train 
was fast approaching from the opposite side, There was 
no time for the passengers to alight as all the doors were 
jampacked. Everybody in the aeroplane was panicky. 
They were at a loss as to what to do. 


Fortunately for them an African girl with bamboo 
broom saw the explosive situation, Instantly, as if in- 
spired, she lighted the dry broom ends and waved it fran- 
tically before the engine — running towards it! 


...And in the nick of time the driver applied the 
emergency brake and a ghastly accident was averted! The 
girl had to run atleast two furlongs to warn the engine 
driver! And the train took that much distance to halt even 
though the emergency brake was clamped by the driver in- 
stantly. 
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Faith is necessary to victory. 
— HAZLITT 


Faith keeps us alive — even in the most trying circumstances. It 
makes the army march forward for desired results against all odds. 


To the humble it is panacea! 


“Nobu Naga!” said the King of Japan to his 
commander-in-chief: “Their army is very much larger than 
ours, It is better if we accede to their demands.” 


“Sire!” said Nobu Naga: “I beg, you give me a chance 
to fight with them. Even though our army is smaller than 
theirs, our soldiers are very brave. | am sure we will win.” 


‘The king gave him permission to face the enemy. 
While marching to the battlefield the commancer in-chief 
noticed that his army's morale wes very low. So he 
ordered them to halt for a few minutes and said: 


“Here is a temple. | will go there to pray to God.” 
When he returned he told them: 


“I think God shall bless us with victory, But, to be 
very sure | will toss this coin. If we get King we shall win.” 


And he tossed the coin. They won the toss. That 
army's morale was suddenly raised to an all time high! 
And Nobu Nage’s small but spirited army defeated the 
enemy. 

The king was overjoyed and congratulated Nobu 
Naga. 

“But tell me, how could you perform this miracle?” 

Nobu Naga told him the ‘tossing of coin’ episode. 

“But wasn't it a risk?” 


“No, Sire! The coin had ‘king’ on both the sides.” 


Selfless service to humanity is the foremost duty 
of the youth, 


—BHAGWAN SWAMINARAYAN 


Serving humanity might be a privilege of the old but to the youth 


it is his noblest duty. 


“Gurudev! May I go and inspect the mud-wall of your 
field? It is likely to be damaged in this deluge,” said the 
young pupil Aruni Uddala of Maharshi Ayodadhoumya, 
Kulapati of a vast hermitage 


“You may, Son!” said the Maharshi pleased as all the 
other pupils ran away from his discourse halfway, as soon 
as he showed his fears that the atmosphere had suddenly 
become very cool and the sky was overcast by dark 
clouds... the rain would just pour down very heavily! 

Aruni went to the field of Maharshi Ayodadhoumya. 
By the time he reached the mud-dam it poured down 
furiously. In no time the mud-walls had an opening-and 
Aruni tried to seal it in vain with large mud chunks. The 
lashing rains washed them away. 

So, without thinking twice the young boy sealed the 
breach by placing himself there very carefully. That 
stopped the damage getting into a bigger menace 


Next day, when the Maharshi, not finding Aruni inthe 
hut went to his field, he found him unconscious filling the 
gap in the mud-dam. Fortunately the boy was alive even 
though his body was cold and stiff. 


‘The Maharshi revived him to normalcy by massaging 
him with the oil of hot medicinal roots and also with the 
warmth of his affections. By his Guru's blessings and his 
own devotion he became a great Vedantic-Sage! 
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In humility we gain, in arrogance we lose. 
— RAMANA MAHARSHI 


If we take a pause and ponder on how much we have lost due 
to our false ego and disgusting anogance, we would shudder with 
both fright and agony. 


If we squeeze out our mountainous pride and prejudices, how 
much simpler and sweeter our life can be! 


On a highway in a thick forest, lot of sugar was 
strewn here and there for quite a distance. 


Hundreds of thousands of ants were having their 
belly full of sweet-meal and filling up their store houses to 
the brim. Each ant was carrying its sweet burden very 
enthusiastically on its head and running post-haste to its 
destination. They had no time even to pause and nod 
with each other which under normal circumstances they 
always do. 


The tiny world of the ants was furiously active. With 
their thinner than hair arms and mouth they could pick 
up any microscopic sugar grain for themselves. Nothing 
could be too smalll for them! 


Their humility, their smallness, was their gain as 
well as strength. 


Then, there was a commotion and a huge elephant 
strode in. It saw the’ ants enjoying the strewn sugar 
heartily. It surveyed the scene proudly and sucked up a 
sugar-strewn area with arrogance. 


Tt was horrid! 


The big mountainoye‘animal had sneaked up lots of 
dust in which the tiny gfains of sugar were hardly notice- 
able. 


Its hugeness, its arrogance, was its loss and defeat. 


Politeness goes far yet costs nothing. 
— SAMUEL SMILES 


Politeness is good manners. By respecting others you earn their 
respect and win their confidence. 


“Count, my dear friend!” said Tolstoy's friend in a 
hurt tone: “Why have you not selected the young man 
whom I sent to you with my introductory note for the 
position of an assistant in your office?” 


Tolstoy did not reply and merely smiled. 


“Is it not funny, my dear count? You actually ignored 
my note for the sake of an unknown young man, if | am 
not wrong! I have also heard that he had'nt even a single 
certificate or introductory chit from his previous employer, 
if any!” 

“Yes, you are right. The young man selected for the 
post, had not a single introductory note with him!” said 
Tolstoy: “But he had certificates written all over his per- 
sonality and good manners.” 


“What do you mean?” asked the friend puzzled 


“Listen! The candidate, before entering the room 
first asked my permission for it. Then he cleaned his 
shoes on the door mat. Then, he approached me and 
stood near the chair till [had requested him to sit down for 
the interview, He had replied to all my queries and ques- 
tions with absolute confidence and perfect clarity, When 
the interview was over, he again asked my permission fo 
go and left my cabin thereafter. I think he deserved the 
post well.” 


The friend had nothing to argue about. 


—_— 


Honour lies in honest toil. 


— CLEVELAND 


No excuse is tenable for shirking a duty. A job has to be perform- 
ed not as @ mere routine which has to be completed but should be 
done with a sense of duty and belonging, 


Guru Nanak called his son and said: 


“Clean the ‘Gau-shala’ my son! Today I have forgot- 


ten to clean it.” 


‘The son had taken his bath a few minutes before and 
had already dressed himself. He didn’t like to go to the 
*Gau-shala’ lest his clothes get dirty, He said to his father: 


“Ihave yet to do my obeisance and I should go there 
neat and clean.” 


He then went away from there to the temple. 


The Guru called for his pupil Angad and asked him to 
clean the ‘Gau-shala’. He nodded and immediately went 
there to do the job. After cleaning it he took his bath once 
more and went to the temple for the obeisance. 


‘The next day Guru Nanak declared him his successor 
before a large congregation. Usually according to the tradi 
tion the son always succeeded his father as the Chief 
Priest. So, it was a big surprise for the followers. When 
the Guru's students gathered in his chambers, one of 
them asked him: 


“Gurudev, why did you break the tradition and ap- 
point Angad your successor?” 


“..... because, I think Angad is more qualified than 
my son. One who is hesitant even to clean a ‘Gau-shala’ 
can never clean the society.” 
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Behold, how good and how pleasant it is for 
brethren to dwell together in unity. 


— PSALMS, CXXXiii, i 


It would be hard to trace out a better example of unity between 
two peoples than a glass full of milk mixed with sugar. 


More than a thousand years ago about fifty men land- 
ed on the beautiful sea-shore of Sanjana, Gujarat, 


The people of Sanjana looked at the strangers, Slow- 
Withee sieony recea ten ated focirets Gaitered i Wa 
groups and stared at them with apprehension. The news 
of the new-comers spread in the town like wild fire. Jadt 
Rana, the good king of Sanjana, came to know about the 
strangers. Very soon a contact was established between 
them and the King. 


“We are from Iran, Sir!” said Vada Dasturji — the 
head Priest — to the King with the help of eloquent 
gestures and some broken words of the native language: 
“We have fled away from our Heelers pect 
became {i sible for us to quietly, peacefully and freely 
follow cae race because of the new ruler there. We 
have arrived here to live under your Maiesty’s protection 
and subjugation,” 

The King gave them a glass of milk full to the brim. 
The Vada Dasturji put sugar into it and handed it back to 
him while saying: 


“We will mix with you all completely as sugar in the 
milk. Besides, it will sweeten the milk.” 


They required no further qualification than this! Since 
then, they became an integral part of this nation. 
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Be your own judge and you will be in peace. 
— MAHATMA GANDHI. 


Even if the worldly courts free you on alll counts, your biggest and 
the final court is there within you — it is testing you every moment! 


The car was moving very fast. Mr. Reymond, a very 
famous judge of the city of Dunkirk, U.S.A. was speeding 
somewhere for some very important work. The road was 
taking a sharp turn after a few yards and the driver cours- 
ed his vehicle speedily weaving through the other cars and 
went past. Mr. Reymond was somewhat upset by the 
reckless driving, The driver only tried to reach the judge to 
the destination in time. 


‘But, he did violate the law by overtaking others at the 
tum of the road with a high speed’ — mused the judge 
while being driven 


While returning, Mr. Reymond asked the driver to 
take the car to the nearest police station of the same area. 
He got off the car and straightaway went to the officer 
and said: 


“Look here, officer, I am judge Reymond of the city 
court and this is what has happened —” 


He described the whole incident to the officer in detail 
and at the end told him: 


“I have awarded a fine of five dollars to the culprits 
who commit such road offences. So, here are five dollars!” 


“But Sir, you are not the offender.” 


“No, I am! There is a policeman within who has 
already convicted me.” 
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Honour can neither be purchased nor sold by 
money. — PROVERB 


Self-respect is a personal feeling. Sometimes a life-long enmity is 
founded on a mere pinprick, whereas even mortal wounds would not 
take so long to heal, 


“Do you realise that you can't walk straight?" asked 
the irate General to a drunken soldier who was walking 
along a road outside a bar. 


“Yes and no!” said the soldier without looking at him 
trying to straighten himself up. 

“You can't even stand upright, you fool. Do you 
tealise that? Do you know that you are before a General 
of the Army? Do you understand .....? 

“Oh, bother!” said the drunken man in a terribly bored 
tone. “Didn't ..: 1..... said .... ‘Yes and No'?...” 


The enraged General slapped him hard twice and 
went away noting down his Company number and other 
details, But afterwards he repented for his angry 
behaviour which was totally uncalled for towards a 
drunken man! 

Next day the General summoned him to his office: 

“Do you remember, soldier, what had happened with 
you yesterday?” 

“Yes, Sir!” replied the soldier politely after saluting him 

“What had happened, soldier!” 

“You know it very well, Sir!” 

“Well, I dol” said the General remorsefully: “Please 
take these ten rupees .....” 

“No, Sir,Pardon me, Sir! I won't” 

“Twenty? Thirty .....” 

“No, Sir! Pardon, Sir! Slaps ‘cannot be repaid with 
rupees.” 

“Oh” exclaimed the General: “Yes, you are right, 


son!” 
“That’s fine, Sir!” said the soldier. “Let's embrace and 


forget and forgive each other!” 
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“danani Janmabhoomi-shcha Swargadapi Gariyasi!” 


“Mother and Motherland excel heaven itself! 
— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


Here is a glimpse of one of the greatest marches of the world led 
by a man with courage, imagination and truth! 


Gandhiji requested Lord Irwin, the then Viceroy of 
India, to repeal the hated Salt-Act which did not allow salt 
to be made without licence. He had wamed him that he 
would launch a satyagraha after ten days of his appeal to. 
him, if it was not heeded to! 


On the 12th March 1930, accordingly, he had decid- 
ed to march to Dandi, a village on the Gujarat coast-line, 
384 kms. from Ahmedabad, with his seventy-eight ashra- 
mites. On the eve of his unique ‘march’ he declared to a 
vast congregation of about a lakh of people that he would 
not return to Sabarmati-Ashram without achieving 
freedom. He would rather prefer the worst death than to 
come back empty handed. 

He and his seventy-eight ashramites reached Dandi 
after twenty-four days on the Sth April. His small band had 


now swollen to a non-violent army of several thousand 
strong. 


On the 6th April he picked up a pinch of salt left by a 
wave from the sea, Smt. Sarojini Naidu, the famous 
poetess and Congress leader cried happily: 

“Hail, Deliverer!” 


On that day and subsequently for weeks together the 
Salt-Act was broken, 60,000 satyagrihis were arrested 
Several hundreds died. The lusty cry of the poetess came 
to be true — in just 17 years, India gained Independence. 
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Knowledge glows more on the pedestal of 
Modesty 


— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


Humility adorns every success! 


By its nature, success is something that cannot remain silent. It 
will have its impact immediately on the people concerned. And then it 
is only a matter of time for it to be known by all. Indeed, it should be 
worthy of being known! 


As a school boy, Justice Mahadev Govind Ranade, 
was a very brilliant student. He always stood first in every 
examination. Even in various tests like ‘Weekly! ‘Monthly’ 
or ‘Quarterly'too he was never below his usual rank. 


His brilliance in his study was known by almost every 
one in the small village where he was born-with the 
exception of his father Govind Ranade! 


Mahadev himself did not find it worthwhile to talk to 
his father about his school examination results. 


Once as usual he topped the list of the successful 
candidates in one of the senior-class examinations. 
Someone casually congratulated Shri Govind Ranade for 
his son’s brilliant result. He, of course, was ignorant 
about it 


When he enquired with his son and scolded him for 
not telling him about it, Mahadev replied: 


“| thought it would be immodest, Father! And what is 
s0 extraordinary about getting first rank? I am regular 
in attending school and prepare every day's lessons 
carefully. When the examination approaches | revise 
them diligently! Consequently I pass in the first rank 
It's very natural. ;0 I did not tell you about it!” 
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change of tone than by unexpected words. 
— GEORGE ELIOT 


To accept good qualities of others and reject the bad ones is a 
healthy and happy way to live — both for us and for society too! 


“What is your considered opinion about Sheth Lal- 
chandji?” asked the famous and venerable Jain Muni to 
Sheth Valchandi. 


“Not so bad, Maharaj Saheb”, replied Valchandji. 
“He is quite a good man basically. But he is very greedy. 
That's the bad thing about him. And it makes all the 
difference, Sir!” 


“Oh!” sighed the Muni. Then next day he called for 
Lalchandji The Sheth came promptly. Payed his 
obeisance to the Muni Maharaj and asked why he was 
summoned. 


“Nothing special, Shethjil” said the Muni. Then after 
some time he casually asked Lalchandji: 


“What do you think about Sheth Valchandji?” 


“Oh, good man!” said Sheth Lalchandji: “But he 
has one fault: He is very mean. His meanness 
overshadows his cleverness — otherwise Muniji Maharaj, 
he is very usefull” 


Both these rich and wise Sheths were at daggers 
drawn with each other. Consequently, no philanthropic 
work could be undertaken for the good of the society: 
They would put a spoke in each other’s wheels for such 
matters of society and religious importance. 


Next day the Muni sent for each of them one by one 
and told them separately their better qualities as related 
by each other to him. That did the trick! 

After some time both of them joined hands in many 
philanthropic projects. 
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15th MARCH DE 


No legacy is so rich as honesty 
— SHAKESPEARE 


Honesty is truth in action, It is the sincerity of purpose that 
makes every deed a noble action. In a way honesty is a sincere 


prayer to God, 


“Sir, | had already given you a document for our 
case. Had you produced it before the court we would not 
have lost the case’, said the client to Chemeloud, the 


greatest lawyer in France. 

So far the great lawyer had never lost a case before. 
But somehow or other he lost this one. The entire bar of 
France was surprised and shocked at Chemeloud’s 
defeat, including the judge. 


The client was not only shocked but also lost five 
thousand francs. The lawyer himself was not less surpris- 
ed. He also felt very much about the financial loss of his 
client for which perhaps he was responsible; and the re- 
cent information that his client had given was more shock: 
ing to him. 

He straight away went to his office and searched his 
cabinet for the document. To his utter dismay he found 
out the document. He consulted his friend regarding this. 
He advised him not to reveal the fact. He said: 


“You just refuse that the file had been given to you.” 
“But, how can I deny the fact?” 

“Then you will have to suffer the consequences.” 
“Yes, I will have to!” said Chemeloud. 


And he did send a cheque of five thousand francs 
with a note of apology. 
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Gan 


Tolerance is the only test of civilization. 
— ARTHUR HELPS 


Unrestrained elemental fury is a quality basically restricted to 
animals. A civilised individual, however much provoked, remains 
quiet and composed! 


“Come my friend, come here!” said Pericles to a man 
who was very much agitated towards him, Pericles tried 
to pacify him! He requested him again, “Come and sit with 
me. | will explain everything and try to remove your 
grudge against me,” 


But all these solicitations had no effect on him. On 
the contrary, the more Pericles tried to reason with him, 
the more unreasonable he became. 


His only aim was to insult and abuse Pericles, the 
man who did everything in his power to make Athens as it 
was in those days. 


“Sir, if you permit us, we will throw this man out of 
the house this very moment!” said his servants to their 
master, 


“Nol” replied Pericles calmly: “Let him shout to his 
heart's content. Let him throw all the abuses and insults 
at me till his throat gets hoarse.” 


This went on for several hours, Pericles now did not 
care to answer him. Ultimately he was tired. Already the 
sun had set and it was night. It was very dark outside 
Pericles’s house. The man got ready to go home. 


“Wait, I will send my man with a lantern to see you off 
te your place,” said Pericles. This changed the man’s atti- 
tude and he begged Pericle’s pardon from the bottom of 


his heart. 


17th MARCH 
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W’en you see a man in woe, 
Walk right up and say “Hullo”. 
Say “hullo” and “how d’ye do”, 
“How's the world a-using you?” 


— SAM WALTER FOSS 


Nothing could be more benevolent than to help a hapless man. 


While in Hardwar, the most hallowed place of 
pilgrimage in India on the banks of the Holy Ganga, the 
great protagonist and vocalist of Indian classical music, 
the late Pandit Omkarnath Thakur once saw a blind musi- 
cian trying vainly to handle his ‘dilruba’ to play for the 
pilgrims so that he could get some money from them. 


“Please forgive me, Baba! But you look very much 
depressed.” said Omkarnathji, “What is it? Can I be of 
some help?” 


“No, brother! Nobody could. Just now [ have injured 
my palm and I could not play upon my “dilruba’. | earn 
every month out of this instrument. But, I think .... I 
wouldn't be able to entertain the pilgrims and visitors of 
this place.” He replied with a sigh: “Thank you, Bhai!” 


“May I try it, Baba!” asked Pandit: “It seems to be a 
good instrument.” 


“It is, bhai!” said the old man: “It wes specially 
prepared by my father for me! .....But, do you know how 
to play it?” 


“Yes, A little ...!” and then he played it so wonder- 
fully well that in about twenty minutes a big appreciative 
crowd gathered around and showered them with money. 


Panditii gave it all to the blind old man and quickly 
slipped away! 


A man of courage is also full of faith. 
— CICERO 


Faith is the foundation — fountainhead of courage — courage 
that can move mountains and keep one standing firm as a rock 


against the cowardice of the world! 


“Stand up straight!" shouted one of the two 
gangsters wielding a revolver in his hand. His face was 
covered with a black scarf from which he was staring at 
the old man 


The old man immediately straightened up himself 
He looked up from the hand-bag in which he was 
arranging his shoppings. He raised his head defiently, 
stared harder at the gangster with revolver in his hand 
and gave a stern order full of authority and warning: 


“Get out! Get-out-both-of-you!!” and added with 
more fire in his voice ; “Get going! get out from here —at 
once!” 


And both the gangsters took to their heels instantly 
without casting a second glance at the shop and the old 
man...! They just ran away as if a whole battalion with 
rifles in their hands were following them 


The shopkeeper was both surprised and shocked 
and asked his aged customer how the bandits had taken 
to their heels 


“These fellows are criminals and they know it well 
Hence they have no moral strength — they only show up 
as dare-devils — nothing else! If you dare them with faith 
in you they will start running —at the first opportunity!” 
Then he said smilingly to the shopkeeper : 


“Criminals are cowards!” 


ae 18th MARCH 


19th MARCH 


He that can have patience can have what he will. 
— BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 


One who has patience can have all the benefits in every walk of 
life. Impatience can lead to hasty action which may never be rectified. 


Two persons received very hard-hitting letters from 
their critics. The letters accused them very harshly in 
strong terms. All the aspersions were entirely wrong and 
unjustifiable. 


“Not a single blame that is put on me is right” said 
the first man to himself. 


“Oh, No!” said the other painfully, “This is injustice! 


The first man was so infuriated by the letter that he 
immediately replied it with equal or perhaps more 
vehemence. He counier-attacked him mercilessly. 


Next day he got a letter in reply to his retort. In its 
reply he bombarded another one with more hatred and 


more arguments, 


This went on for several weeks and their relations 
were completely severed. 


The other man though initially angry kept the letter 
on his table and decided to reply it after a couple of days. 
After two days he re-read it and found it less bitter. Then 
two days hence he considered it not so bad. Only on that 
day he replied to him: 


“I am grateful to you for pointing out my short- 
comings. | would not have known them, but for your 
letter I assure you that I will try my best to correct 
them.....” 


When the opponent read it he was surprised; and 
aftarwards they became close friends. 


KXCSe 20th MARCH 
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God is ever there, where women are 
revered | 
— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


By denouncing women, half of the world is rejected-which is 
not only criminal but also suicidal 


In rejecting them you reject yourself! 


“Never forget, my dear boys!.,.. Never forget that 
women by nature are devils incarnate.” 


The teacher was explaining to them about celibacy. 
In the class there was a young student who got up and 
asked : 


what about your mother? She too isa woman!” 


For a moment the teacher was stunned and then 
beat him mercilessly. But after about three days every- 
body knew that the teacher had left the school and his 
house also. 


Nearly twenty years had elapsed in between. The 
young boy was now Shree Gurudayal Mallik-a professor 
in Shantiniketan, 


Once he was returning from Karanchi to Shanti- 
niketan and on the way a Sanyasi of pleasant personality 
entered into his compartment. He stared for a while at 
Mallikji and asked him in which school and place he had 
been studying. Mallikji gave him the information. When 
he told him his name the Sanyasi got up and bowed 
down at his feet. 


“What are you doing, Swamiji?” asked a shocked 
Mallikji. 


“Paying respects tomy Guru. You had corrected me!” 
said the Sanyasi: “After punishing you I was very restless, 
I renounced the world.....became a Sanyasi......and 
found out God in the form of mother! Woman is ‘Shakti’ 
(power) incamate!” 


21st MARCH 


Honesty with oneself is the condition of spiritual 
integrity. 
— S. RADHAKRISHNAN 


Honesty is, at the root, a quality of heart, head and soul. It is 
atake-off point to reach spiritual heights! 


“Sir, here is your commission!” said the smart sales 
manager of one of the biggest jewellers in France to Mr. 
Shinde, private secretary to H.H. the Maharaja of Baroda, 
Sir Sayajirao Gaikwad. 


“1 do not quite understand what you say, Gentleman!” 
said Mr. Shinde. 


“I'm sorry!” said the manager: “I mean this is for you 
only!” 


“Why for me? I haven't purchased anything for me! 
Everything is for His Highness!” Mr, Shinde was still 
perplexed, 


“No it is not that, Sir!” The manager tried to explain 
patiently: “This commission has nothing to do with total 
price of the jewellery that has been purchased. 


It's because you have brought such an eminent per- 
sonality to our establishment.” Then he added: “My dear 
Sir, It is an honour to be patronised by His Highness, the 
Maharaja of Baroda. Besides, because of you we could 
acquire such a big business from him. Hence, Sir, it’s in 
recognition of your kind recommendation of our shop that 
we show our gratitude to you by way of this paltry amount 
and that is our policy. We give such commission to all 
secretaries who bring their masters tous .... . 


“Thank you, But | will not accept such gratifications. | 
have to be honest to myself, too!” said Mr, Shinde politely: 
“You may deduct the amount from the bill, if you so 
desire!” 


RCS 22nd MARCH 


It's noblest use is to distribute this boon to all. 


Consider that I laboured not for myself only, 
but for all of them that seek learning. 


ECCLESIASTICUS XXXII, 17 


Education is an all out cultivation of mind, body, heart and soul! 


“Where had you been son?” asked the mother to her 
son Hansraj, later on universally called Mahatma Hansraj 
— the founder of the famous D.A.V. College at Lahore, 
Punjab. 


“| had been to my friend Omprakash to teach him 
mathematics. You know, mother, he is very weak in it!” 
replied Hansraj with a smile. And asked further: 


“Mother, why do you send me to school . . .?” 


“So that you become a learned man and get a good 
position and money in your life, and earn your bread and 
butter well.” 


“But Mother, even an uneducated man can get his 
livelihood quite well. If it is so, what is the difference bet- 
ween a learned man and an uneducated person” 


“Well, I don't know that! You yourself tell me.” 
Hansraj looked at his mother fondly; and told her: 


“What is the meaning of learning if a person goes on 
taking its advantage for himself only? Would it nat be very 
selfish, mother? The be all and end all of learning is to. 
teach others. Besides, by learning they will also earn their 
livelihood well.” Then he added, “It is just like you, 
mother! You educate me and [ educate them,” 


Try, try, try again till you succeed. 
— HICKSON 


Nothing is impossible for a firm and dedicated mind. What is re- 
quired is the will to do and achieve at any cost. 


“You will never be able to lean anything in your life,” 
said the teacher raising his voice in disgust and added: 


“Not only in this life but even in the next one, too!” 


The boy was a dullard in his studies and everybody 
thought that he would never be able to study any time, 
anywhere. But that day he was very hurt by the 
teacher's angry comment, He lost all his hopes and in a 
depressed mood rushed to a deep well to commit suicide. 
He climbed up its parapet and suddenly saw some deep 
grooves on it made by ropes while drawing the water up. 


‘And something clicked in his mind — even a stone 
can have grooves by constant use. Why not his own 
mind? 


And he decided there and then that he would learn 
properly and reach the highest point by constant 
endeavour and sincere application of mind and extreme 
diligence. 

And after sometime the boy, Bhopdev became a 
great scholar from a hopelessly dull student, He was now 
a brilliant scholar and could be compared only with Sant 
Gnaneshwar as far as spiritual knowledge — Tatva-Gnan’ 
is concerned. He became the Raj-pandit of Devagiri. He 
was much more known for his lucid commentary 
‘Mugdhabodha’ on Panini’s great grammar. 


AG A. 24th MARCH 


Little deeds of Kindness, little words of love 
Help to make earth happy, like the heaven 
above. 


—dALIA CARNEY 


Kind acts do not always require big sacrifices, Small considera- 
tions go a long way to make many people happy! 


“Are you the persons who live there high-up on the 
hills?” asked the illiterate tonely woman to Rudyard Kip|- 
ing and his wife. 


“Yes, we stay there.” said Kipling with a smile 


“Are you the persons whose house is there on the 
hills high up there?” The old lady enquired further in a 
voice quivering due to old age. 

“Yes, grandma!” replied Mrs. Kipling. 

“Then it must be your windows in which there are 
lights at night.” 

“Oh yes!” 

“Then, thank you!” said the old woman: “Both of you 
are very good persons, You know those lighted windows 


are a great comfort to me.” Then she added: ‘I feel less 
lonely, I feel happy. They are a sort of company to me!” 


Mr. & Mrs, Kipling had purchased a farm on this billy 
estate recently and the old woman was staying there since 
years, The couple was on a holiday for a few weeks. 


“Are you going to stay longer?” she asked anxiously, 
“Yes.” said Mrs. Kipling: “We are going to stay 


“Then, Sir and Lady, keep the lights burning, O.K? 
“O.K.” said the famous author. 


When they left the farm they left instructions to keep 
the lights buming at night and to remove the curtains from 
the windows. 


25th MARCH 
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An honest man is the noblest work of God. 


— POPE 


It requires great deal of guts to be an honest man. Much of it 
depends upon the hereditary qualities, the family atmosphere and 
above all the personal steadfastness to the principle. 


Gandhiji's grandfather was Uttamchand Gandhi, He 
was Diwan of the native state of Porbandar and was con- 
sidered as the most trust-worthy, clever and efficient ad- 
ministrator. He was a benevolent ruler and hence the 
most popular Diwan of the state. 


Once there was a marriage occasion in the family 
and on the auspicious day almost all the citizens worth 
the name gave him costly presents. Every now and then 
Uttamchand used to tell his personal clerk 


“Be careful, Munimii! See that not a single present 
remains unaccounted, Please note all the details 
meticulously.” 


The Munim gave him a well documented account 
book regarding the marriage presents. After the marriage 
ceremony was aver, he went to the King's palace and put 
them at the King's feet. 


“What's all this, Diwanji?” 


“Nothing, your highness! All these are yours and I 
am returning them to you.” 


“Mine”? asked the King surprised 


“Yes, Sir. They belong to your subjects. They have 
been presented to me because | am your Diwan. So they 
are yours. Please accept them and free me from these 
enormous debts.” 


The King could not help but accept all the sifts. 
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A gift is always great — neither small, nor big. 
— SUGGESTED 


It is not the amount, it is the intention that is important, 


“Get up, brother, please get up! Why do you bow 
down at my feet like this?” asked Gandhiji to an old tribal 
man who looked poorer than the poorest. Before he got 
up he also put one paisa at the feet of Gandhiji, 


Gandhiji was more surprised at this gift. 
“Why do you give me one paisa?” asked Gandhji. 


“Bapuji,” said the tribal man, “as we go to the temple 
to pay obeisance to God, we do give something in His 
name. It might be a negligible amount, but we do give it,” 
explained the tribalman. “In the same way you are like 
God to us, a very great man, So I have taken the liberty of 
giving my paltry amount to you. Please bless us!” he bow: 
ed to Gandhiji again. 


“Pray, tell me my friend, what I have to do with your 
paisa?” said Mahatma Gandhi amused. 


“Bapuji, please give it to a person who is poorer than 
1. You must be coming across many poor people. So, 
when you feel that a particular man is very poor, kindly 
give it to him. What else can I do for the people who are 
Poorer than myself? Gandhiji's face beamed with hap- 
piness and joy, at the big-hearted poor man. 


Itis not what you give that is important; rather it is how you give. 


Modesty is to merit, what shade is to figures ina 
picture, it gives it strength and makes it stand 
out, 


— LA BRUYERE 


Humility goes with greatness. It is as if they are two sides of a 
coin. 


After a long and meritorious service for his country as 
an ambassador to France, Benjamin Franklin retired to 
America, 


Considered as one of the greatest and the most notable 
Americans he was not only a prominent writer and an 
honoured statesman, but a great scientist too. His in- 
vestigation of problems connected with electricity made 
him the best-known American in Europe and many coun- 
tries in the world. He was equally famous as an able ’ 
printer, publisher and political thinker. 


In short he was considered as a prominent leader of 
men and thought in the 18th century. 


Thomas Jefferson, another famous American, later 
‘on the President of his country for two consecutive terms 
— was appointed in 1784 as an ambassador to France, 


When Jefferson was presented before the French 
Prime Minister he was very warmly received by one and 
all, 


“Welcome Monsieur, defferson!” said the Prime 
Minister of France: “So you are replacing Dr. Benjamin 


Fraklin, I am told!” 


“No, Sir!” said Jefferson with humility: “I am only suc- 
ceeding him! Then added with utmost respect for his 
predecessor: “I think nobody can replace Dr. Franklin!” 


Here we see the humility and modesty of a person 
who was to be rated as one of the greatest Presidents of 
the United States of America. 


XESS 28th MARCH 


The Nation’s honour is dearer than one's self. 
— WOODROW WILSON 


Disrespect to the nation is an insult to its citizen, One has to de- 
fond it every day, every moment! 


Netaji Subhash Chandra Bose had returned to India 
from England after having done his [,C.S. In India the 
L.C.S. men had to sit for a written examination. They had 
to pass this examination before the actual appointment in 
the Cadre. 


He very carefully read his questions paper, and he. 
suddenly became furious, He could not concentrate well 
for a few minutes on how to begin with the answers, His 
anger instead of subsiding got intensified. 


‘The question was set for the translation of an English 
passage into the candidates mother-tongue, On the 
passage there was a sentence which offended Subhash 
Babu: 


“Indian soldiers are generally dishonest.” 


Subhash Babu, the man who was to be the President 
of Indian National Congress and also later on Netaji 
Subhash Chandra Bose of the ‘Indian National Army’, 
stood up enraged and called the supervisor loudly: 


“Please come here and let this question be removed 
immediately.” 


The supervisor replied: 


“It was asked purposely. It just can't be removed. If 
you don't attempt this question you won't get such a 
coveted post.” 


Subhash Babu at that very moment tore the ques- 
tions paper and said: 


“It's better to die hungry than to blame my country 
men falsely” 


29th MARCH Ree 


Duty makes us do things well; love makes us do 
them beautifully. 


— PHILIPS BROOKS 


Things are not done by head alone! Heart is also an inevitable re- 
quisite to do anything perfectly well. 


“What a lovely face — how peaceful, how quiet, how 
serene. . .|" said the friend of the painter to herself while 
looking at the picture. She had just dropped in his studios 
to say ‘Hello’ to her friend Costave Dore, the famous artist 
of world renown. 


The artist was busy with his picture. He had just com- 
pleted the face of Jesus Christ — perhaps the most dif- 
ficult job in the whole project. Only a genius of the 
calibre of old masters like Michael Angelo could venture to 
do some justice. 


Suddenly the artist felt the presence of his friend. He 
could see that she was looking at the face of Jesus. He 
asked; 


“Do you like the face?” 


“Yes, I do” she admitted: “And I think such a face can 
be painted only if loved Him. Am I right?” 


“Yes, dear!” I think you are right. But, | wonder 
whether I am capable enough to love him that much!!” He 
said with a deep sigh: “Only when you love someone from 
the very depth of your heart... of your entire being that 
you can paint a face — full with all its inner qualities. I 
pray that I love Him more so that I paint Him better.” 


“Oh, Yes! Let us pray for you”, 


Cig 30th MARCH 


Labour conquers all things. 
— HOMER 


Begging has become an industry in cities and business in towns 
and villages nowadays. It is not the result of helplessness as it was 
before in by-gone days. 


To give alms is abetting the crime! 


The young man was sitting near the fence of a big 
mansion. He was in a very morose mood,quite dejected 
and disgusted with life and its general set-up. He was 
absolutely disappointed today as he did not get any alms 
tight from morning till afternoon, 


In the morning he had been to a big temple where 
usually he always got about four to five rupees before 
twelve noon. But today somehow or the other he hardly 
got more than fifty paise, That much amount was spent 
only in tea and a couple of stale bread-slices. After that he 
did noi get a single naya paisa. And in the evening he 
could not aspire for a brighter future. 


Then suddenly he saw an old man coming in his 
direction. He went to meet him eagerly and asked for 
alms. Instead of giving, the old man told him: 


“No, | would not give you anything. You are very 
rich!” 


“Please, sir, don’t joke at me! am a poor man.” 


“No, you are not. Are you prepared to sell your 
hand, or leg for Rs. 5 lacs each?” 


“No, sit! Not at all.” 


“Then you are fabulously rich! You should invest 
your riches in hard work and reap the fruits!” 
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31st MARCH 


Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God! 
My soul flies through these wounds to seek out 
theel! 


— SHAKESPEARE 


There are certain sins of which man is incapable of pardoning. 
Only God's infinite magnanimity can do it! 


She was the worst of the most notorious leaders of 
the commune of Paris which lasted between the middle of 
March and the end of May, 1871. Most heinous crimes 
were listed on her name. She, Louise Mitchell had bumed 
many homes and murdered many people. She had 
destroyed churches and killed more than a dozen priests, 
She was one of the worst examples of dogmatic fury in 
the civilized world. 


After the end of the commune regime she was cap- 
tured and imprisoned for some years. When she was out 
she was penniless, sick and friendless. She had nowhere 
to go but to the religion which she had tried to destroy by 
burning some of its churches and murdering several 
priests. She was given some work in a convent which pro- 
vided her with clothes, food and shelter. 

Naturally, she became religious-minded and a daily 
communicant. But her health worsened. Whatever little 
work she was doing was now impossible for her to con- 
tinue anymore. 

“Now be prepared to meet your death!” told a nun to 
the dying woman: “Pray to the kind Lord and ask for His 
forgiveness!” 

“Yes, sister! ..... My past is horrible, but since 
when have my sins outbalanced the mercy of my Jesus?” 
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This is my prayer to thee, my lord — 
strike, strike at the root of penury in my 
heart. 


Give me the strength lightly to bear my 
Joys and sorrows. 


Give me the strength to make my love 
fruitful in service. 
Give me the strength never to disown 


the poor or bend my knees before insolent 
might, 

Give me the strength to raise my mind 
high above daily trifles. 


And give me the strength to surrender 
my strength to thy will with love. 


myo 
1st APRIL ZEW. 


Revenge is sweeter than life itself — so think fools. 
— JUVENAL 


How right is the above saying! Yes, one who has not seen the 
ways of the world would not believe it. Revenge is a poor substitute 
for happiness. 


“Take away this letter from me and hand it over to 
Francis, the King of France!” commanded King Henry the 


Eighth to Sir James Moore. 


But Francis the First, King of France was equally 
volatile and furious as the British monarch. Both of them 
were at daggers drawn and were never willing to be friend. 
ly with each other. 


“Sire?” asked Sir Thomas Moore, the King's favourite 
courtier, “Have you personally written the letter?” 


“Yes, ofcourse, Moore!” said the King: “Why should [ 
not write to him? 1 want the fool to read it! ...And 
Thomas, while he reads, you notice all the expressions on 
his face!!” 

“There will be fierce expressions in words your ma- 
jestyl” said the King’s favourite courtier: “I am afraid it 
would be much more than that!” 

“It should be!” chuckled His Majesty gleefully: “My let- 
ter will ignite him!” 


“Then, my Lord!” exclaimed Sir Thomas Moore hor- 
rified: “He would sever my head on the spot!” 


“Don't you worry, Thomas!” solaced the King: “You 
shouldn't worry at all. I would behead all the French here 
immediately!” 


“It would be very gracious, Your Majesty, to do so!” 
said Sir Thomas: “But, I am afraid, no one’s head would 
fit on my shoulders. . .!!” 


ah 2nd APRIL 


If a man takes no thought about what is distant, 
he will find sorrow near at hand. 
— CONFUCIUS 


Extreme uncertainties of life compel people to be very cautious 
and calculative about the future. 


Be practical, even, to realise ideals! 


Because of some internal conspiracies he had to 
leave his job at the octroi-office. When he came home 
depressed his wife asked him : 


“Why? What's wrong, dear?” 


“Oh!.Nothing darling!” he replied with a faint smile 
on his face: “Nothing to worry about." 


“But you do look worried. Tell me frankly.” 


“Thad to leave my service from the octroi office,” he 
said sadly. 


“So, what!” said his wife Sofiya to her husband 
Nathaniel: “What does it matter?” 


“It does matter, Sofiya!” said Nathaniel: “You don't 
know what will happen to us without my salary!” 


“I know, Dearest!” said Sofiya taking out a fat purse 
from the table's drawer: “I also know, that you are cut 
out for a better job than that. You are going to be the best 
American Writer..... Now the only thing you are 
supposed to do is to write a classic novel, Mr. N. 
Hawthorn!” 


“But, how do we pull-on without money?” 


“U have saved uptil now from your monthly salary a 
fixed amount and we will be quite comfortable without 
any income for a year!” 


And in that year Nathaniel Hawthorn wrote his 
famous novel “The Scarlet Letter” 


3rd APRIL DE Ra 


Hail the Guru! He has shown us the way to 


perfection, 
— AKHO 


A great teacher is God’s noblest and best gift to humanity. He 
should be preserved and protected. 


“I will cross the river first, Sir!” said Alexander the 
great to his preceptor Aristotle, one of the greatest 
philosophers in the world. “If it is safe I'll request you to 
follow me.” 


“No, my son! I will cross it first. You come later,” said 
the great philosopher sternly. 


But Alexander did not obey his stern instructions, for 
the first time in his life, and jumped into the river, He had 
the greatest respect for his wonderful teacher. To him his 
slightest wish was law. 


Hence, Aristotle was more surprised than hurt. It 
never happened before. He stood there quietly on the river 
bank and looked at the strong young man swimming 
across the river speedily. Intermittently he used to stand 
straight-up on the river-bed, 


When he reached on the opposite bank he beckoned 
his master to cross the river; that the river is not so deep 
and dangerous. 


When Aristotle reached the other bank he inquired 
with Alexander why he had not obeyed his order and 
crossed the river. 


“Please forgive me, sit!” replied Alexander: “I did not 
want you to take any risk in crossing the unknown river.” 
Then he added: “Sir, your life is more precious than mine, 
The world will have many more Alexanders —not another 
Aristotle.” 


WE 4th APRIL 
Ci NY 


God! Thy will be done on earth, as it is in 
heaven, 


— BIBLE 


There are certain things with which we find it most difficult to 
compromise. The decisions that go against us are unacceptable to 
us. We think that there is no justice in the world. 


In the same way in our infinite ignorance, we cry against God's 
will! 


“It is after quite a long time that I am seeing you 
today!” said one old friend, happily shaking hands with 
the other. 


“Yes!” replied the other unenthusiastically. 


“Why you look a bit upset! By the way, where were 
you?” 

“Here itself! But | am not in a mood to move out. [have 
Jost a dear relative. Very dear and very very near! You 


see, I.... | can’t compromise with the calamity. | can’t 
accept the reality! I can't, just can't .....can't”. 


The first one tried to console him for some time. 
Then asked him as if to change the subject: 


“What happened to your neighbour? Is he on good 
terms with you? I thought, by now you must have been 
friends,” 

“No. He is such a quarrelsome fellow! He will not 
compromise with us anyway....” 


“Like you..... isn’t it?” 
“What do you mean?” said the other friend angrily. 


“[ said he is just like youl” ascertained his friend: 
“You too don't compromise with God. You are quarrell- 
ing with Him by not accepting His will, You know friend: 
‘God's will be done!” 


5th APRIL =X oy 


Wis og ae He loved chivalry, 
Truth and honour, freedom and courtesy. 


— CHAUCER 


Man cherishes all the noble values of life. He never forgets 
them, even if he has to do something he never liked. 


It was London in the early forties — 


The Jalianwala Baug killer General Dyer was shot 
dead by Udhamsingh, a Silth from Punjab 


He was arrested and prosecuted in a court in Lon- 
don. Before the British judge he did not lose any 
courage or confidence while answering his charges. He 
was an Indian Revolutionary and to remain calm and col- 
lected under any threat or provocation was his motto. 
When he was being prosecuted in the London court a 
British young lady rushed through the well-packed High- 
court room to the accused. 


She stood squarely before him and asked: 


“You had three bullets in your revolver before 
shooting General Dyer. There were still two more in your 
revolver. Then why didn’t you shoot the remaining 
bullets at me and finish me off,...!” 


She paused for a while in the court and addressed 
him once more. 


“You had even a dagger with you. You could have 
even flashed it out and slain me there and then, Why 
didn’t you do that!” 


Udham Singh looked at her for a few seconds — It 


Ne & | 


was she who had got him arrested! Then said: 


“I am an Indian, We are ordained not to hurt a 
woman. How can I harm you in anyway? Besides, I 
myself don’t like it!” 


6th APRIL 


True marriage is one heart, one mind and one 
ideal. 
— SWAMI KRUPALVANAND 


Ideal mariage is not only love; it is also duty all the way — from 
the beginning to the end and even afterwards! 


It was evening and Lal Bahadur Shastri, India’s Prime 
Minister, was chit-chatting with his family, At that time his 
son insisted on purchasing a car for the family as Shastriji 
was using a Government vehicle for official purposes only, 


“All right, | have decided to purchase a car,” he said 


and then immediately called his personal secretary and 
asked for his bank balance. 


“Four thousand rupeas”, replied the secretary. 
“And what's the price of the car?” 
“About twelve thousand rupees, Sir!” 


The next day the Prime Minister of India got a loan 
from the Goverrtment and regular instalments were fixed. 


But unfortunately Shri Lal Bahadur Shastri died due 
to heart failure in 1966, It was a great calamity, not only 
for the Shastri family but for the whole of India. The entire 
nation mourned for this kind-hearted,simple and also very 
efficient Prime Minister. 


The Government decided to write off the remaining 
amount of the Prime Minister's loan in honour of his great 
services to the nation, But Smt, Lalita Devi, Shastriji’s 
widow, politely rejected the offer and paid off the remain. 
ing amount in instalments, from the late Prime Minister's 
pension, She kept up the ideal of simplicity, love for the 
nation and self-respect for which the great man was 
famous, loved and respected, by one and all. 
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7th APRIL 


Kindness is, indeed, the root of Religion, as 
vanity is that of sin 


Says Tulsi, Do not cast away kindness till the 
last breath of your life’ 
— SANT TULSIDAS 


God is there, where kindness is! | 


— And it is not restricted to our fellow hurnan beings only. The 
mute and the meek, the birds and the beasts, also have a right to our 


affection and Love! 


Once when the sun was blazing like a fire-ball in the 
sky at mid-day a young pilgrim, Sant Eknath, was walk- 
ing zestfully with a pitcher full of the holy water of the river 
Ganga. He was carrying it on his head since last several 
months from the Himalayas, to reach the great shrine of 
Rameshwaram in the south — right across the country. 


By now he had almost reached the destination 


Suddenly he saw a donkey gasping its last and star- 
ing thirstily at him and the pitcher. Eknath saw this and 
poured down the Ganga water in his mouth and on his 
body; and life sparkled back in the eyes of the animal. 


A fellow pilgrim who saw this was shocked and 
asked him: 
“What have you done?” “Do you know that you 


have lost a life-time of ‘Punya’? Do you realise what you 
have lost?” 


“Yes, Nothing” said Eknath with a smile; “The 
water had no better use than this! Certainly, God must 
have been immensely happy fort. Really!” 


AGE 8th APRIL 


Prayers should not be said for worldly gains. 
— DADU DAYAL 


Prayers are whisperings, loving and devotional to the Almighty. 
They are not bargains for material gains. 


“Swamiji, please concentrate in your mind and with 
the strength of its conviction order the disease; ‘O 
Disease, you get out! Get out immediately!’ Then, Swami- 
ji, it will certainly leave your body” said Shashidhar 
Tarkachudamani, to Swami Ramakrishna Paramahamsa 
who was suffering from throat cancer. He was a great 
follower of the Paramahamsa. 


“Shashidharji, you are a great scholar, and yet you ad- 
vise me like this? I have been endowed with mind only to 
remember ‘MA'— who is ‘Nitya Sacchitanandmayi! How 
can | enjoin my mind with any other thing except with 
'MA’, for the sake of this mortal body?” 


But Shri Tarkachudamani was not satisfied with 
Swamiji’s reasoning. 


“Swamijil” pleaded he: “Then, you please appeal to 
‘MA’ to order the disease to clear out of your body, By Her 
grace it will certainly flee.” 


“Even that | won't do.” 
“But why?” asked the devotee. 


“Lam afraid, it's not at all good to ‘quide’ ‘MA’ what 
she should do for us. She is kind and knows everything 
about us. Besides, She is Omnipotent. Why should I dab- 
ble with Her infinite cosmic order instead of praying to Her 
for my spiritual upliftment? — Except that, | don't have any 
craving for anything in the world.” 


And the Paramahamsa never prayed to ‘MA for the 
banishment of the disease from his body. 


9th APRIL AR. 


Keep the reviler nearby, he keeps us clean 
without soap and water. 
— KABR 


Our greatest friends are our critics and enemies, They are always 
alert to find out our short-comings, blunders and weaknesses. 


They prompt us to improve ourselves. 


“Whoever has written against me, the Government 
and its high officials, directly or indirectly must be put on a 
list to be handed over to me!” ordered Count Bitty, the 
Czar's Prime Minister, to his personal Aide and confidant. 


Accordingly he prepared a long list of the authors and 
writers who usually criticised the Prime Minister, the 
Government and its high officials. 


“Now, you prepare another list out of this!” said the 
Count to his Aide and confidant, “and note down the 
worst of ther.” 


“As you say, sit!” replied the Aide. 


“And be careful about this selection, my man!” the 
Count advised him with an undertone of stern warning. 


“Yes, sir! As you say, Sir!” answered the Aide obe- 
diently. 
Next day he presented the Count with the list of 


selected critics of the Prime Minister, the government and 
its high officials. 


“Now what will be the punishment my lord, for these 
wretched fellows?” the Aide asked the Count, 


“Punishment? What punishment?” 


“Because they dared criticise your Excellency and the 
Government!” 


“No, my good man! I am going to appoint the worst 
critic out of them as the editor of the Government-run 
Newspaper!” explained the all-powerful Prime Minister of 
the Czarist Russia: “Don't you now that our worst critics 
are our real well-wishers!” 


Ed 
KG SON 10th APRIL 


God gives us Power and Wealth for the benefit 
of others, not for our selfish and carnal purpose. 


— GANDHLI. 


Not only selected individuals, but the whole of society have their 
hand in any achievernent, Likewise, they also have their legitimate 
share in it. 


“lam tired of these dried up ‘Roti-s’.. | can't tolerate it 
any more,” said the Shahenshah Banu to her husband 
Chalipha Abubakar. 


To Abubakar, the Badshah is only a trustee of the 
Shahi Khajana — the Royal treasury. Hence he was runn- 
ing his household as the poorest of the poor subjects of 
his empire. To his Bequm’s above mentioned complaint 
he replied: 


“Begum Sahiba, we are poor people. | am only the 
trustee and not the owner of the Royal Treasury. So, we 
must now get accustomed to a poor man's food.” 


“Why, Shahenshah, even a poor man has a feast 
some day in the year round .. .” 


“There is one way Begum! It's a simple way andit is in 
your hand.” 


“Pray, what my lord!" 


“Save something every day for a long time, and one 
day we can have a feast.” 


‘The Begum very economically saved a little from her 
everyday allowance and gathered money enough for a 
feast. She prepared a luxurious feast that day. Abubakar 
ate it to his hear’s content and said: 


“How have you managed it?” 
“By saving something every day as you had said.” 


“Then it seems the allowance is much more for two 
persons. So instead of the allowance of two coins every- 
day one would be enough henceforward.” ” 


Prank 
11th APRIL DEY. 


The world is, as you intend to see it. 
— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


The world is the echo and re-echo of hopes and frustrations, our 
feelings and emotions! 


Life is a dream rebounded — sheltered and shattered!! 
“Heeeya....!" the boy shouted frightened. 


“.Heeeyall...”. Replied somebody from the 
mountains instantly in the same frightened shout. 


The boy was stunned. Then he gathered up his 
courage and cried louder = 

“Hey... Who are you. ...?” 

“..Hey!....Who are you?” his question was 
immediately rebounded. 


“You area bad boy.” his voice was angry and stern. 


You are a bad boy!” pat came the answer. 


Wes tooked around and! fory fer Of 1h the 
mountainous jungles. But could not find anybody. It 
was strange. He found out the track by which he strayed 
there unknowingly 


When he returned home several hours late he was 
dead tired; but during his supper he related the story 
about a bad boy who replied everything he said 
immediately. 


“Idid not like that boy, mother!" 


“No, he is not like that, son!” she said soothingly 
“Just go there tomorrow and talk to him lovingly, See 
what happens, | am sure he must be as good as you are!” 


“You are a good boy! You are a very very good boy” 
said he in the mountain valley next day. “I like you — love 
‘e 


And every word of his was echoed. 


And yes,! This life also is a story of echoes only. 


12th APRIL 


The greatest boon that one can have is the 
freedom from fear . 
— MAHAVIR 


The first and foremost virtue that one can have is fearlessness in 
every walk of life. 


But it seems that one is born with fear — fear of death, sickness, 
separation from the loved ones etc. In other words life means FEAR 


Hence, fearlessness is the greatest bliss in this world. 


Once upon a time there lived a benevolent King who 
had to award death sentence to a man who was quite 
popular with his four princes. 


Four days before the execution, they appealed to 
the King to be lenient towards the culprit. 


“Father!”, asked the eldest one, “will you please 
allow him to wear the finest clothes and ornaments?” 


“Yes, son! Go ahead” replied the King, 


But, the condemned man refused the kind gesture. 
He could not forget his imminent execution. 


The second one offered him the finest delicacies to 
enjoy. He could not look at the food. 


The third Prince wished to entertain him with lovely 
music, comely dancers and intoxicating drinks. 


The man waved them away! 


The fourth one persuaded his father and got his 
permission to free him from the prison. The prisonor's joy 
was boundless. He danced and sang and ran away from 
the condemned cell 


Now, he was without any fear! 


13th APRIL AR 


It is a self-evident truth that all men are created 
equal. 


— JEFFERSON 


Rich or poor, educated or ignorant, well-dressed or otherwise, 
higher or lower class . . ., all are man-made horrors. 


By birth and in death all are equal. The great disown differences. 


“I want to stay here for a night” said a shabby looking 
horseman with a whip in his hand to the owner of a 
famous hotel in Baltimore city, U.S.A. “Will you please ar- 
range it for me!” 


The hotelier stared at him for a moment and noting 
his dirty clothes and unsophisticated outlook replied: 
“Sorry, we are full-up”. 


The rider requested once again, but the hotel owner 
told him arrogantly: 


“Didn't | tell you once for all that there is no place 
here? Yes! There is no place here for shabby looking 
tustics.” 


The horseman quietly went away. Immediately after 
that a iriend of the hotelier entered his office and told him: 
“Do you know that rustic looking horseman who went 
away just now from here was none else but our Vice: 
President, Mr. Jefferson.” 


Hearing this the owner of that famous hotel jumped 
‘out of his chair and found him out in another hotel. He 
begged his pardon. “Please forgive me sir. It was my un- 
parconable blunder. | will arrange the best suite for you in 
my hotel.” 


“No, thank you!” said Thomas Jefferson: “The Vice- 
President of the United States of America has no place in 
a hotel where shabby looking rustics are out of bounds.” 


MEA 14th APRIL 


Itis better to die following one’s own religion as 
those of the others are dangerous. 


— BHAGAVAD GITA 


Religion is not only pursuance of one’s own faith, but also that 
of one's own duty towards himself, humanity and the universe at 
large! 


“Present him before me!” commanded Aurangzeb 
to one of his generals of the army to bring Shambhaji — 
‘Shivaji’s son, who was captured by the Moghul army after 
his father's death. Shambhaji could not face the mighty 
army of the Moghul emperor as he lacked his father's 
military manoeuvering and valour 


When he was brought to him by the Moghul captors, 
Aurangzeb looked at him angrily. 


“Put him into the worst of the prisons. Let him rot 
there for a few days, Let him suffer enough 


The soldiers took him there immediately, After 
some days he was brought to the Moghul Badshah. The 
prisoner seemed tired and exhausted but his face had not 
lost the lustre and the eves their spark. He was stilla king, 
though defeated 


Aurangzeb glared at him for some time: 

“So, you are here! Listen, I am prepared to free you 
if you accept Islam.” 

“And if I don't?” asked Shambhaji sharply. 


“Then...” said the Emperor, “You will have no 
choice but to die. Either embrace Islam or the naked 
sword of the Jallad — the executioner. Decide it here and 
now. Islam or death.” 


“Death”, said Shambhaji with his head held high. 
He was then led to the gallows immediately 


15th APRIL 


om 


‘ Go to your bosom 
knock there and ask your heart 
what it doth know 


— SHAKESPEARE 


Special gains are the results of others losses. 


“Why do you ask God's pardon every now and then?” 
asked a devotee to the old sanyasi: “For the last so many 
years I have heard you asking for God's pardon in the 
morning and evening.” 


“It's a habit, my son!” said the sanyasi. 


“But Gurudev, you utter these words with so much 
sincerity that perhaps there might be some deep secret.” 


“Yes, there is!” said the sanyasi: “Thirty years ago, | 
was a city businessman and one day in the afternoon 
when I closed my shop and went home | heard that there 
was a fire in the business area where my shop was 
situated. At once I went running from my home straight fo 
my shop.” 

The sanyasi stopped for a while and continued: 

“While running a man stopped me and said: 

“You need not run, shethjil’ 

‘Why?’ I had asked. 


‘Because your shop was unscathed by fire while 
others shops were bued to ashes,’ 


“..... [had uttered with immense relief, ‘thank 
God!’ ..... But immediately, my son, | realized my 
blunder that in my thanking Him, | made him responsible for 
not only saving my shop but also buming other people's 
shops! . . .. . That is why | say: ‘God, pardon me, pardon 
mel!’ Sometimes we don’t know when and where we commit 
sins in the name of God!” 


17th APRIL 


Se 16th APRIL 


People do not lack strength, they lack will. 
— VICTOR HUGO 


To aspire for something higher is itself an extraordinary faculty. 
One who is adamant about it, can rarely miss it! 


He who exalts himself will be humbled and he 
who humbles himself will be exalted. 


— JESUS CHRIST 
“I too want to ride on an elephant!” said the bright, 


beautiful small girl in Bajirao Peshwa’s palace-gardens at 
Poona. 

“No, you can't,” said the father, Moro Pant, persua- 
sively. 


“But, why not, Baba?” she asked stubbornly. 


As the Lord said, Humility is Godliness! You can’t be proud, 
even secretly, about your humility 


Two men went to a temple to pray. One of them was 
a Pharisee —a self-righteous traditionalist and the other 


‘Because elephants are meant for the princes to was an ordinary tax-collector — a Publican 


ride upon.” 

But, there in the temple also some people do not 
forget their social status and mental reservations. Some 
people think that they are higher than the others in 
every way — wealth, position and piety too! 


“Oh!” said the small young girl. Her face paled a 
little. She was everybody's pet, as she was very 
charming, clever and smart. She was staying in the 
Peshwa’s palace as her father had moved in at the, 
Peshwa's earnest wishes. 


She was treated by one and all almost like a 
princess. She was given education befitting a princess 
along with the royal princes, Nana Saheb and others. 


They look down upon most of their fellow beings, 
think them low and not worthy enough of their notice. 


So, the Pharisee stood away from the tax-collector 
to pray to God. He said in his prayer : 


And yet she was refused a ride on the elephant in 
the Ambadi (hawdah) 


“No, I will .... I shal] ride there!” she almost shrilled. 


“Ithank you God, that | am not greedy! I thank you, 
also, that | am neither dishonest nor immoral like 
everybody else!....” 


Then he looked at the meek tax-collector standing 
away from him and said: “Thank you God, that !am not 
like that tax-collector who is corrupt and unscrupulous. I 
fast for two days a week and give a tenth of my income to 
the temple.” 


But the tax-collector was subdued: “God, have pity 
on me for! ama sinner! 


The Peshwa himself came hurrying from a distance 
hearing her shouting and said lovingly; “You will darling! 
You will.” 


But the prince teased her and refused to allow her to 
sit with him 


“Daughter, it’s not in your fate to sit there...” said 


her father. 
f his 
“Who says? | shall ride not only one, but eleven ee Reg this parable: Lord Jesus Chyist snicito 
elephants...” F 


And she did later on, when she was married to the 


King of Jhansi. She was none other than Rani Laxrnibai of 
dhansit 


“This man, and not the Pharisee found favour with 
God.” 


is 


18th APRIL 


Ah, little recks the labourer 
How near his work is holding him to God, 
The loving labourer through space and time! 


— WALT WHITMAN 


It's Whitrnan here about labour. 


Little does a labourer know that his hard work, has brought him 
nearer to God, who himself is labourer and who loves his work! 


Hatimtai, one of the greatest philanthropists of all 
times, was going on horse back to another town. He was 
quite happy to-day. 


He had thrown a big feast for all in the town. He saw 
to it that nobody remained hungry that evening. He had 
already announced about the ‘town-dinner’ three days in 
advance, Even in the morning that day he had once 
again reminded the residents about it, The drummers 
went into every nook and comer of the town for that 
purpose 

Everyone enjoyed it. Hatimtai himself was pleased 
seeing them enjoying the meal. Perhaps that was the 
greatest bliss that he could have from his immese 
wealth. Then he saw a wood-cutter treading wearily with 
a huge load of faggots on his head. 


“Why, what is this, my good man?” Hatimtai asked 
him sadly: “Didn’t you know that there was a big dinner 
in the town?” 


“T knew it, sir!” said the wood-cutter, “but, | wanted 
to have my own self-earned meal. An ordinary bread and 
little salt is all that is needed, is it not?” 


“Oh, yes!” said the great philanthropist and added: 
“God bless you, my friend!” 


19th APRIL ABY. 


Let me help my fellow-men, that is all Iseek! 
— SWAMI VIVEKANAND 


Sanyas does not mean one is free from any duty towards 
mankind in which one is bom, brought up and even spiritually 
developed 


God lives in people. And to serve them js to serve Him and be 
Him! 


Bengal was writhing under an unprecedented 
famine. Swami Vivekanand was serving the masses with 
his band of disciples, 


Once a Vedantic Pandit came to him for discussion 
regarding some philosophical problem, while Swamiji, 
though busy, welcomed him warmly and casually told 
him about the miseries of the people with tearful eyes: 


“What a pity!” said ‘Swamiji; “I can’t stand it!” 
ThePundit said nothing, but smiled peevishly. 
“What's it?” asked Swamiji.“What's there to laugh?” 


“Oh, I thought that you are a Sanyasin} You know 
that this body is perishable — not the Atma, the Soul!" 


Vivekanandji was stunned, “How ruthless can one 
be!” — he thought. Then, he'went inside and came witha 
thick staff and said quietly but in a stern tone 


“Yes, you're right! But, now there'll be a test to your 
philosophy.” and raising his staff just to prove his point 
he said mockingly : 


“Lam going to hit you!.....Your body would have 
pain, but not your soul!” 


But seeing the staff raised over his head, the Pundit 
ran away from him. for dear life’s sake, as fast as he 
could! 
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Page 20th APRIL 


The wage of sin is death, 
— ROMANS (BIBLE) 


A crime never pays. This is a truth for all times, in all places — 


only in certain cases justice is delayed. 


Besides, the Judgement from above is known by its effects only! 


They were eleven in all. The temple-regulars: The 
mahant, the Bhagat and the rest. 


Once in the aftemoon all of them were engrossed in 
the Bhajan. Suddenly the sky was overcast with giant 
rainy clouds. The wind started blowing with terrific veloci- 
ty. The lightning stteaks were criss-crossing the sky. 
Trees were being uprooted and the roofs were flying 
menacingly in the sky. 


“The world is coming to an end!” said the Nagar 
sheth in a trembling voice. 


“Yes, Ram, Ram.....!” said the Bhagat: “Thy will 
be done!” 


“Listen!” said the mahant: “Some one from us is a sin- 
ner. I think the lightning fs going to trounce upon us in the 
temple.” Then he added in a menacing voice: “Instead of 
all of us being killed together, better let us run, one by one, 
from here to the neem tree, touch it and come back, The 
person who is a sinner will be struck by lightning and the 
others will be saved.” 


They ran there one by one—nothing happened! 
The last to go was the bhagat. All of them were looking at 


him hatefully. 
The poor old man ran with Ram-naam on his lips. 


Touched the neem tree. Then the lightning crashed over 
the mandir where all the ten were standing feeling safe! 


21st APRIL > 


Did nothing in particular, 
And did it very well! 
— WS. GILBERT 


To plan and act ordinary things at the spur of the moment are 


the basic qualities of great leadership. 


Dr. Rajendraprasad, later on the first President of In- 
dependent India was rushing to Darbhanga in a railway 
train for relief work for the worst ever earth-quake of 1938 
in Bihar. 


It was mid-summer and all the passengers in the train 
were reeling in the packed compartments of the train 
under the oppressive heat. Besides, in those days during 
the British Raj there were no fans in third class compart- 
ments in which most of the people in Inclia travelled. The 
summer heat became more and more oppressive as one 
by one the stations passed by. 


At one station the train had a slightly longer halt. The 
passengers were very thirsty but there was no water ven- 
dor on the platform. The conditions of men, women and 
children were pitiable especially those of the old men and 
children were absolutely pathetic. 


Rajen Babu, as he was fondly called by one and all, 
asked his volunteers to get down from the railway com- 
partment with buckets and tumblers meant for the earth- 
quake relief-works, to fill the buckets from a water tap on 
the platform and give water to thirsty passengers of the 
train at every station. 


“Why should you take this much trouble?” asked a 
co-passenger. ‘ 


“... because it is also a sort of relief-work to the 
thirsty human beings — a forerunner to the Darbhanga 
relief measures!” 


aw (4 
Se 22nd APRIL 


A physician should prescribe for the good of the 
patient, act only for his welfare and keep his 
secrets. 


— HIPPOCRATE'S OATH 


Curing is and should be the only goal for a physician or surgeon, 
Other considerations are trivial. 


“Bhattji", said the King of Vadhwan of Saurashtra 
(Gujarat) to the famous Vaidya Zandu Bhatt: “I don’t 
understand one thing. ....” 


Gers which Maharaj?” 


“Other Vaidyas and doctors charge immediately after 
their visits and prescribing medicines, while you have 
never charged me until now either for your visits or 
medicines.” 


“First you be alright, Your Highness! Only after that 
will charge. It is my principle not to charge anyone if he is 
not cured,” 


After diagonising him and prescribing Ayurvedic 
medicines the Vaidya went to his native state Jamnagar, 
Saurashtra. From there, he was regularly informed from 
time to time by the Vadhwan State Authorities regarding 
the Maharaja's physical condition. Zandu Bhatt was 
treating him accordingly 


Within a few months after the Vaidya's last visit to 
Vadhwan, the King died. In due course he received a che- 
que for two thousand rupees as his overall charges. 


Zandu Bhatt sent the cheque back with a note — 


“The Raja Saheb’s disease was incurable and | knew 
it, but didn't relate the matter to the deceased and others 
to save them from a shock. Besides, I never charge for a 
patient who is not cured by me. So, | return the cheque 
with thanks. | need not tell you that I had done my very 
best in this case.” 


23rd APRIL ZR. 
NS 


To suffer pain with poise is the first requisite of 
the brave. 


— RAMAYANA 


Pain, physical or mental is strictly a personal affair. Remember, 
to offer unnecessary sympathy often results in being scorned. 


An army veteran was visiting a war-hospital 
somewhere behind the front-line. He had lost his leg dur- 
ing the previous encounter when a hand grenade of the 
enemy blew it off. 


He used to talk with the wounded soldiers about the 
various skirmishes he had with the enemy, in a very 
palatable style. The wounded used to enjoy his ex- 
periences spiced with anecdotes and incidents. 


Once he was visiting a special ward where those 
whose limbs were amputated were convalescing, The mo- 
‘ment he entered the big ward he was cheered by one and 
all. 

“One good thing about an artificial leq is that you 
don't feel anything even if it is hit very badly!” said the 


veteran sitting on a stool with his cane in his hand: “Isn't it 
a boon, my young friends?” 


Then he told an officer who had accompaniéd: “Just 
hit me on the leg as hard as you can. Don't you spare me 
young man!” 


. The officer hit him hard. 


“You see! It doesn’t hurt at all” said the veteran cheer- 
fully: “It's just nothing,” 


When he went out of the hall suddenly all the smiles 
and cheerfulness vanished from his face: 


“What happened, Sir?” asked the officer. 


“Oh, nothing!” murmured the veteran : “You hit the 
wrong leg.” 


24th APRIL 


AGA 


Tact comes as much from goodness of heart as 
from fineness of taste. 


— ENDIMION 


Many a time graceful behaviour demands a highly cultivated 
sense of tactfulness. Sometimes it is instinctive and yet behavioural 
delicacy is imperative. 


“What is the price of this pair of baby socks?” asked 
the fisherman to the smart salesman of the wellknown 
grocery-store of the town, 


It was Christmas and everybody was feverishly shop- 
ping, Sir Wilfred Grenfell the famous protestant doctor to 
the Sabrador, recognised the fisherman, He was ‘Bill’ the 
fisherman. He also noticed that he was slightly haggling 
with the shopkeeper-cum-salesman. 


It seemed to him that the poor fisherman had to 
select between two items. A pair of baby socks for about 
a four year old or a pound of butter which was also the 
dire need of the family. 


He had either to disappoint his darling daughter or 
the whole family, 


‘In fact this man is so good that he should have both 
the items — that too right now thought the missionary. 


“Hello Bill” said Dr. Grenfell: “What brings you here? 
T was thinking about you and your little daughter.” 


“Oh, thank you, Doc!” said the fisherman, 


“| wanted to give a pair of socks to your daughter, as 
a Christmas Gift!” 


“She would love it, Sir!” 


“Also a pair for her brother. She would love to pre- 
sent him a pair — isn't it?” 
“ Oh, yes, Doc! Many thanks, Sir! said the fisherman 
happily. 


NY 


25th APRIL ym 


ARE, 


The moment one utters a word, 
His virtues and nobility are ascertained! 


— SANSKRIT COUPLET 


Education begins with the cradle. It grows daily with good man- 
ners and behaviour imbibed from members of the family. Their ideals, 
their norms of life and the general atmosphere prevailing there are 
imprinted deeply on the child’s mind. 


Culture can never be taught. It is a reflection of thé air you 
breathe, the words you utter and the way you act in different cir- 
cumstances — with magnanimity or otherwise. 


King Alphonso of Spain often used to move in- 
cognito in his Kingdom. 


Once, while staying in a small-town hotel, he asked 
the room-maid to bring him a shaving-mirror. While 
handing over the mirror to him she said a bit hesitatingly: 


“Sir, lam sure, you aren't an ordinary traveller!” 

“How do you say so?” asked the King a bit amused. 

“It’s self-evident, Tell me Sir, are you not from the 
Capital?” 

"Ves" 

“...,. And attached to the royalty?” 

“Oh yes!” He replied, “Actually | serve His Majesty 
in many ways”. 

“How Sir?” 

“As said.in many ways!” He smiled, “For example, 
just now am going to shave His Majesty!”. 


The clever maid guessed well from the general 
manners and Os of the hoiel’s majestic client. 


—— 


27th APRIL 


Nae 26th APRIL 


Vanity makes us do more things against inclina- 
tion than reason, 


— ROCHEFOUCAULD 


Human ego has a thin end of a wedge. We won't know when the 
unnoticeable ego turns into senseless vanity. 


“Gurudev, Maharaj!” said the well-known surgeon to 
his spiritual mentor with ‘Pranams’: “[ have been success- 
ful in performing a very difficult operation!” 

“It's God's grace, my son!” Then added: “.....As 
well as yours also. God helps only those who help them- 
selves.” 


“It's your blessings, too, Maharaj!” 


“Am [ right that you are a chain-smoker?” asked the 
Guru: “On this occasion I would like you to leave this bad 
habit at once”, 


“Yes, Gurudey, it is very hard! ..... Almost an im- 
possible task,” said the surgeon. 


“But to you nothing should be impossible; especially 
to a surgeon of your calibre!” said the Guru. 


The surgeon thought for a while and said: “As you 
desire, Maharaj! [leave it here and now.” 


Sees After a year when he met the Guru, he said: 
“Gurudev, | have not touched a cigarette since | left it. 
When I take a decision I never go back upon it, I now ad- 
vise many of my friends to leave smoking. | tell them that's 
easy to leave. ‘Look at me!’ I tell thern: ‘I have no craving 
for it.....1" 


“But my son, I am afraid you are in the clutches of 
another vice; Egotism, A worse malady than smoking 
Try to be free from it, too, as early as possible!” 


It is good to be zealously affected always in a 
good thing. 
— GALATIANS: 1, 18 


If one is enthusiastic about the noble goals he will reap rich 
harvest — certainly spiritual, if not physical! Besides worldly acquisi- 
tions, the achievements of the soul are of immense value. 


“Saheb, I want the Urdu translation of ‘Koran’ from 
you! I have heard that you have translated it into Urdu 
from Arabic” an unknown Pathan told the Maulana. 


Maulana Abdul Kalam Azad looked at him, a bit sur 
prised: “Where are you coming from, my friend? You look 
quite tired.” 


“Saheb, | am coming from Kabul on foot to purchase 
it from you, but...” said the Pathan in an embarassed 
tone: “.. .but, I have got only forty rupees. Would you 
give it to me for such a small amount?” 


Maulana Saheb looked at him in astonishment. This 
man had come on foot all the way from Kabul to India! It 
was unbelievable and yet how true! How eager he has 
been! 


“Brother, the book is still in the press, As soon as it is 
ready, I will certainly give it to you. But till then you have 
to stay here .. . and, that too, in my own house.” 


The Pathan stayed on with him and the Maulana 
gave him the first copy of the ‘Koran’ translated into Urdu. 
Not only did Maulana Azad dedicate this translation to 
this unknown Pathan who came on foot all the way from 
Kabul to Calcutta to purchase it, he also gave him rupees 
forty to reach Kabul. 


A, 28th APRIL 


God is here, God is there 
God is around, everywhere! 


— COVETED RHYMES 


‘To most of us the Omnipotence of God is a phenomenon taken 
for granted. But to some, chosen few, it is a living experience. They 
actually feel His presence! 


Swami Vardaraj, a great saint of the South of India, 
had a special affection for a so-called untouchable 
student — Kanakdas. The other ‘high-class’ students 
were very much envious of him for this reason. 


Even in his studies also he was like then! 


When the great saint came to know about it he called 
all his pupils and gave'each of them a banana as it was a 
day of fast. 


“Be careful, sons! Don't eat it before anyone,” warned 
the saint: “It is a ‘Prasad’! 


All the students went to their carefully selected 
lonely places and ate the banana as a heavenly bliss in the 
form of Prasad. 


When they assembled before Shri Varadaraj all of 
them had noticed that Kanakdas had not eaten the holy 
‘Prasada’. 

“Why have you ignored the ‘Prasad’, my son?” 
asked the great saint. 

“How can | eat it, Gurudev? You had asked us to eat 
it all alone. But wherever | went there was God! God is 


omnipresent! ... So, there was no chance for me to eat 
the banana.” 


“You are right, my dear son! He is everywherel”, 
then looked around and smiled at others as if to tell them 
why he loved him, 


29th APRIL Nye 
| ia 


The only way to escape the personal corruption 
of praise is to go on working. One is tempted to 
stop and listen to it. Turn away to work. There 
is nothing else. 


— ALBERT EINSTEIN 


Praise, recognition, admiration _. . . . .tend to encourage a per- 
son to a particular point. But, beyond that the same things bring a 
man’s downfall very soon. At that time hard criticism is the only 
remedy. 


Donatello was a well-known sculptor of Florence. He 
was much more honoured and appreciated in other cities 
and towns of Europe than in his own native place. 


Once he was commissioned to work in Pisa, He went 
there and displayed his art to such perfection that 
well-known critics and patrons of Art began praising him 
sky high. 

“You are one of the greatest sculptors of all time, 

Monsieur Donatello!” said a well-known connoisseur of Art. 


“Oh, yes!” said another: “One can't find any flaw what- 
so-ever in your sculptures, They are simply wonderful,” 


“Oh, thank you!” said Donatello: “Thank you very 
Much!" And this type of universal acclaim of the artist 
went on and on, year after year. 


One day he decided to go back to Florence, 


“But, why?” A close friend asked him: “You are very 
well here. You've got everything here — money, respect, 
honour, fame ..... f 


“That is why I am leaving Pisa and going to my native 
town Florence” said the artist with a smile: “There they 
criticise me mercilessly. They won't allow me to be lazy 
and complacent!" 


30th APRIL 


*& By appreciation we make excellence in others, 
our own property 
— VOLTAIRE 


We also are artists! The difference between us and the others is 
that they perform it while we enjoy it 


But the basic feeling is the same! 


Jimmy Durant was entertaining a packed house of 
the wounded saldiers in a Station Island War Hospital, 
Everyone was enjoying the show and Jimmy was 
devoting all his time as a part of war effort in entertaining 
the fighting men either in front lines or the war hospitals. 


The programme had come to an end. But one of the 
soldiers got up on his crutches and requested the 
comedian to give another item as they were not satisfied 
with such a wonderful programme. “In fact”, said the 
soldiers, “It had been a sunshine in our dark painful life.” 
The other soldiers shouted and clapped their support at 
the suggestion. 


During these thunderous shouts and claps dimmy’s 
journalist. friend who had accompanied him had 
whispered that he had two programmes on Radio from 
New York that very night, and the last ship to New York 
was sailing within a few minutes. 

Jimmy Durant said ‘NO’ to him pointing out to two 
wounded soldiers whose hands — one each — were am- 
putated and were clapping with the remaining hands of 
‘one another vigorously. Said the comedian to his friend: 

“| have never received such an appreciation 
throughout my life.” 


And he entertained them throughout the night. 


keep your head when all about you 


osing theirs and blaming it on you; 
Ju can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
make allowances for their doubting too; 
you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 
Or being lied about it, don’t deal in lies, 
Or being hated don't give way to hating, 
And yet don’t look too good nor talk too wise, 
If you can dream — and not make dreams your master, 
If you can think — and not make thoughts your aim, 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
And treat those two impostors just the same; 
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken, 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools; 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 


‘ And stoop and build them with worn-out tools, 


If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
the Will which says to them: “Hold On’, 
can walk with crowds and keep your virtue, 
with Kings — nor lose the common touch; 
nor loving friends can hurt you, 
with you, but none too much; 
unforgiving minute 3 


* Ist MAY AB 


He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all. 
— GOLDSMITH 


The leader of a whole people cannot remain in his own ivory 
tower. He leads them with him to the goal by being one amongst them. 


“L cannot be treated by castly medicine when millions 
and millions of my countrymen are suffering from this ail- 
ment and can’t afford such a costly medicine. I am not dif- 
ferent from them at all, If they can't afford certain type of 
facilities I also cannet have them,” said Lenin to his doc- 
tors and especially his wife Krupskaya, He then added 
firmly: “This is an order.” 


For several days more he did not allow them to give 
him any costly medicine, 


‘So Krupskaya administered medicine to him through 
biscuits and tea. Lenin had a marked improvement in his 
health after this. After a few days during a casual conver- 
sation Krupskaya gave out the secret. 


Lenin was very angry: 


“How dare you give me such costly medicines and 
push me away from my common countrymen? This is 
nothing but treachery and you must be punished for that.” 


And Lenin did file 2 suit against her. The poor lady 
was found guilty and sentenced to three months imprison- 
ment, But she was pardoned as she had saved the most 
precious life of Russia’s greatest leader, and that is a great 
service to the nation. “In fact,” the court declared, “Russia 
is grateful to Madam Krupskaya for her noble deed.” 


Se 2nd a 


To pity distress is but human; to relieve it is God-like. 


— HORACE MANN 


In the midst of misery all around where even to have a full meal 
seems criminal, to feel compassion is natural, but philanthropic — even 
more natural! 


“It is the best perfume in the market, Maam!” said 
the salesman of a departmental store to the lady; “You 
will never find it anywhere in the city.” 


She purchased it, because she had to. Today she 
was to attend a high society party where such trifles are 
very important, Then she had to purchase similar luxury 
items for the other members of her family, 


All these items, which were not necessities of life, 
were noted meticulously in a diary with its front cover in 
black. She not only noted the luxury item itself but also its 
price. 


At the same time she never kept a diary of the things 
which were very useful in lil — the necessities of life! They 
coulld be even costlier than some of the luxury items that 
she had to purchase. 


A close friend of hers once asked : 


“Say, why are you so meticulously maintaining your 
black diary? Are you keeping an account of all your 
purchases?” 


“No, only of those which are luxury items. I consider 
spending on them as a social crime! Usually | don't do it. 
But if | had to, then [ keep an account and donate the exact 
ee eae That's how I can atone a little for my 
‘crime!” 


God moves in a mysterious way His wonders to 


Beier: — COWPER 


True craving for God's help never goes unresponded! He is 
never disappointing, 


“Oh, God! Help....Help....This girder will crash on 
us! H..e..ee.Peodoen 


It was raining cats and dogs and yet the cries for help 
disturbed the sleep of Shreeji Maharaj in a far-off street of 
the village. 


Immediately he got up and ran in the direction of the 
cry. There was thick darkness everywhere. Maharaj 
quietly went into the house, He put His hand up 
against the heavy girder with super-human strength, It 
stopped inching below on the tottering walls. Then He 
bore its entire weight on His shoulder. The family of 
about ten to fifteen and half a dozen animals who were 
staying under the roof were saved in the nick of time. 


“Brother, remove the animals take away the 
children out of the house,.,.Hury!....The house will 
collapse!” 


Lakha Patel and Deva Patel could hear only the 
voice. But they followed its dictates and removed alll the 
inrnates of the house: human-beings and the animals, In 
the morning when diva Khachar —His host — informed 
Him that someone had saved Deva Patel's family 
members as well as animals by supporting the girder on 
his strong shoulder, his constant aide and devotee 
Mukundbhai said that it had been done by Shreeji 
Bhagwan only! Look at the deep scar on his shoulder 


A fervent appeal never falls short of God’s hearing. 


 — 4th MAY 


Simplicity of character is the natural result of 
profound thought. 


— HAZLITT 


The more you think and know about the basic values of life, the 
less you are particular about the outside appearances and superfluous 
complexities of life. 


Gijubhai Badheka, the pioneer of child-education in 
Gujarat, was invited to lecture in a nearby city. He ac- 
cepted the invitation and on the day before the appointed 
date while preparing his travelling kit found out to his 
dismay that both of his ‘Jhabbhas’ specially kept aside 
for such occasions, were slightly tom. 


*tiow can you lecture with tor clothes, in the city?” 
somebody remarked. 


“What does it matter, if they are tom but properly 
sewn and washed well?” argued Giubhai. 


“But even then the sewing will be noticed. Better get a 
new one!” 


“No, how can I have a new jhabhha’ in one day? 
Besides, I don't believe in such extravagance,” said Giju- 
bhai resolutely; “We cannot afford such huxuries in this 
poor country!” 


He, then, started sewing his garments. Then, said 
aloud, as if, to himself: 


“1 will be ashamed if my clothes are tom and not 
sewn! That would be lethargy! I would feel ashamed if my 
clothes were dirty and not washed! That would again be 
an unpardonable lethargy. My clothes might be old, torn 
and rough in texture — as all the khaddar clothes are — 
but should not be unsewn and unclean!” Then he carefully 
packed his kit, ready for the next day! 


5th MAY GZ 


There is no friendship, no love, like that of the 
parent for the child. 


— BEECHER 


To parents, no one is as dear as their child. When it grows up they 
are the best of friends 


‘The great man’s daughter was waiting in the queue to 
meet her father, since about an hour or two had passed. 
Looking at the people sitting there in the waiting room she 
thought that she would require much more time so she 
went home dejected. 


Of course, this was not an everyday affair with the 
young girl's father, but usually he was fairly busy like this. 


The great man was Shri Gopal Krishna Gokhale — a 
great politician and professor! In the evening the 
daughter's disappointment was evident on her face with 
respect to her inability to meet him in the morning. 
Gokhale was so much touched and sad that to remove 
her sorrow he presented her with a saree. 


The happy daughter, in turn, presented him with a 
crimson coloured ‘Puggree’. It was to him a symbol of his 
daughter's love and affection, Next day he started wearing 
that Pugaree’. By and by, it became an inevitable part of 
his dress. 


He even dressed himself in the ‘Puggree’ when he 
went to England as an important leader of India. He never 
felt shy of this beautiful head-dress. 


To an inquisitive foreigner he replied with feeling: “It 
is the symbol of a daughter's love for her father. How 
could I ever leave it?” 


For titles do not reflect honour on men, but 
rather men on their titles. 


— MACHIAVELLI 


Ordinary talents are honoured by titles, while the titles 
themselves are glorified by the genius, — not the other way round! 


It was Nov. 15, 1913 A.D. 


Poet Ravindranath Tagore was taking a stroll in the 
‘Sall Kunj’ of Shanti-Niketan — his inimitable educational 
institution away from the city of Calcutta. 


At that time, someone came running towards him. 
“What's it?” asked the poet. 
“It's a telegram, Gurudev!” 


The telegram informed him that he had been awarded 
the Nobel prize for Literature. A rare honour for any man 
of letter, anywhere in the world! The award was declared 
for Tagore’s ‘Geetanjal’ — The song offering — published 
in English. 


‘Geetanjali’ was the selection of some poems written 
in Bengali language and also translated by him into 
English, 

After some days about five to six hundred Bengalees 
including prominent citizens and litterateurs, arrived at 
Shanti Niketan by a special train from Calcutta to con- 
gratulate the poet on his great achievement. Most of 
them, till the other day, were highly critical of the poet and 
his poems. 


While replying to their gesture the poet said: 


“If | return this honour that you have all been pleased 
to offer me merely by nodding thanks, you will have to 
forgive me — because today you are not honouring me 
but the prize. Your honour, thus, will not affect my 
talents, basically, whatever it is worthy of, in any way!” 


* 6th MAY 


7th MAY 
so 


One who lives for humanity must be content to 
lose himself 


—OCTAVIUS FROTHINGHAM 


+ To erase one’s own self out of the face of the earth for the good of 
others,demands great courage and a tremendous sense of dedication. 


For that,one has to rise above — much above — his own self, 
which means loving the entire human-race. 


Jegus Garcia, a motorman of a train full of powerful 
dynamite for a copper mine several miles away from the 
mining town-ship Nakazori, Mexico, was waiting for the 
green signal to go to the mines from the Nakazori station. 


Garcia, who was talking to a friend standing near the 
engine, suddenly saw a small fire in a distant wagon of 
the train. In sheer panic he jumped into the engine, 
telling his friend: 


“Just tell the Parson to pray over a small piece of my 
dead body, if found at alll” 


And before he could finish his sentence he drove the 
train full-blast far-out of the town limits and after few 
minutes the entire train blew off into millions of tiny 
fragments all over the area for miles 


The motorman's body was just not there! Not even a 


tiny fragment was found anywhere, He had vanished. 
Lost! Lost completely. 


But he did save the town-ship. Jesus Garcia had 
proved his name well. 


Next day the entire township gathered in the Church 
tomourn him The Parson prayed for him. And no doubt, 
God too must have blessed his soul. 


Ae 


There is no virtue so truly great and God-like 
as justice. 


— ADDISON 


A judge's job is the toughest, almost God-like, He has to be kind 
and cruel at the same time, 


Rarely a judge may have been faced with such a gruell- 
ing dilernma, The case was proved against the accused. All 
the evidences pointed out that the accused was guilty. He 
had killed the rich man who was found murdered. There 
was no denying the fact. It was as the lawyers say, ‘an 
open and shut case’. 


Justice Charuchandra Dutt, a well-known judge, 
famous for his impartial and bold judgements, himself 
was on trial. His own son was the accused. Only the 
judgement was to be delivered next day 


“Please, save our son! Have a heart, For God's sake 
save him. Otherwise I am not going to live one moment 
more after his .....!" She could not complete the sentence 
with the dreaded word 


“1am also equally pained, my dear! But justice is 
justice, Don't you know that justice is blind? I will have to 
do my duty. Can you imagine what would happen to me 
while giving judgement tomorrow? Next day in the morn- 
ing the judgement was delivered. The guilty young man 
will have to die. 


The judge, nay, the father embraced the prisoner 
and left the court, 


After he reached home, within moments, he collapsed. 


Moti De i 0S ban oI EY 


BA 8th MAY 


9th MAY 


Exclusive property is a theft against nature. 
— BRISSOT 


To own something for one’s own self is a crime against man and 
society, God and nature! God never intended to differentiate between 
man and man! 


Diogenes, the great Greek philosopher, was never ac- 
cepting anything from anyone as a matter of principle. He 
believed in plain living and high thinking. He used to move 
with only one tumbler which he used both for drinking 
water and eating food, That was the only wealth that he 
possessed in this world. 


When he was asked by an acquaintance: 


“Why do you go without useful things in the world? 
Why do you possess only a tumbler and nothing else?” 


“Why should I have them?” asked Diogenes in reply. 
‘Then added: “Why should [, my friend, bother about other 
superfluous things?” 


“But you would be experiencing a lot of trouble! For 
example, you would require a dish to eat in, a spoon to 
taste with and so on,” 


“But”, replied Diogenes, “you can do without them 
You can eat with your fingers and hold the eatables in 
your hand,” 

With this he parted with that acquisition. That was 
his main philosophy of what we call ‘Aparigraha’. 


Once he saw a shephered drinking water from his 
hands, And thus, Diogenes got a new idea of perfect 
‘Aparigraha’. You can drink water without a tumbler! So, 
he threw away the last vestige of possession, 


It is better in prayer to have a heart without 
words than words without a heart. 


— GANDHI 


A prayer is not mere words. It is words with the deepest feelings 
of heart, mind and soul, Praying is love which is faith! 


“Come, let's start praying,” said Sant Kabir to his 
disciples. 

It was Kabir's usual practice to pray in the evening. 
And it was also a usual practice of some antagonists to 
harass him. When Kabir and his disciples sat to pray, 
these rowdy people started shouting and making a lot of 
noise by drum beating and hooting. 

Kabir, sitting at the head of the congregation, was a 
picture of concentration. The eyes shut out the visible 
world and ears kept out all the noises and sound. It was 
his disciples who were most disturbed. They could shut 
their eyes but not their ears, 

Anyhow the prayer was over. Sant Kabir was in the 
same position, straight, erect and calm, Atter a while he 
slowly opened his eyes. The eager students immediately 
complained to him: 

“Guruji, this is the limit.” 

“What's the limit, my friend?” asked the Sant. 


“Oh, they were creating a lot of noise. And Gunyji, 
you did not tell them anything!” 


“Did they really make a noise? Did you hear it?” ask- 
ed Kabir surprised. 


“Yes, indeed,” 
“And pray what were you doing at that time?” 
“Praying, of course.” 

“Then,” said Kabir “you would not have heard the 


noise, Prayer requires complete concentration.” 


11th MAY 
Fn ee 


“Matru Devo Bhava, Pitru Devo Bhava”’ 
Let your Mother and Father be your God! 
— VEDA 


Perhaps there is no better saying than the above Vedic ‘Rucha’! 
Love as selfless as theirs would be rarely encountered by human 
beings in life. 

They love till they live! 


Tt was Maharshi Narad who brought out the interest- 
ing and important subject of marriage of Kartikeya and 
Ganesh — two sons of Bhagwan Shiva and Ma Parvati. 


“It is high time, Mata, to get some suitable brides for 
your young sons!” Narad told Parvati. 


“Oh yes! Maharaj,” sald Parvati: “I have also a 
couple of good young ladies in my mind. But you have 
to advise Him! 


‘T am always ready to get them married,” said 
Bhagwan Shiv: “Just inform the young boys. | am sure 
they must be quite willing!” 


Next day Maharshi Narad informed the boys about 
the marriage and put before them a condition: 


“Take ‘pradakshina’ round the earth and one who 
returns here first will have ‘Riddhi’ ond ‘Siddhi’ as his 
brides. 


The elder brother Kartikeya-tall, slim and athletic- 
was sure of his win as Ganapati was short, bulky and 


sluggish! 


Kartikeya took a start immediately while Ganapati did 
nothing of the sort: He leisurely took a pradakshina’ round 
his parents, bowed before them most reverently and an- 
nounced that he had completed the ‘pradakshina’ of the 
earth as parents are even more than that. 


Maharshi Narad declared him the winner! 
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Real happiness is cheap enough. Yet, how 
dearly we pay for its counterfeit! 


— HOSEA BALLOU 


Happiness is a natural feeling that springs from the innermost 
recesses of mind and heart. Hence all the other superficialities of life 


purchased at a high cost are mere temporary measures. 


Permanence flowers from within! 


About a decade ago this writer was travelling from 
Pune to Bombay in the morning by the famous express 
train ‘The Deccan Queen’ of the Central Railway 


Itis a very pleasant journey where at a certain stretch 
of land nature abounds in its luxurious best. Suddenly an 
‘old friend hailed him with a warm smile and a hearty 
shakehand 


There was as usual a general discussion on all and 
sundry subjects, each other’s well-being and many more 
pleasantries were exchanged. The friend was a daily 
commuter between Pune and Bombay. 


Then pointing at the passing trees and shrubs, some 
of them with lovely flowers and luscious fruits, he said 
with a pleasant smile and gleam in the eves: 

“Some of them nod and wave at me as an old 
relation” 


“So, you have very well progressed in poetry as 
well, besides business” 


“Well, I tell you the truth! Their seeds had been 
scattered by me while passing through this stretch of land, 
It makes me so happy...” 


“Tt must have made others too!” | told him joyfully. 
“Yes, lam sure, That redoubles my happiness!” 
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13th MAY 


He who checks anger like a chariot running 
out of its tracks, him | call a Charioteer, the 
rest of the people are holding reins. 


— BUDDHA 


Lord Buddha always admonished his disciples and followers to 
desist from anger. The best way to do so is to see good in everything 
that appears to be harmful, 


If you do not control your anger, you are like the driver of a power- 
ful vehicle that jumps off the track and destroys you because you have 
lost control over its speed and right direction. 

Instead of you driving the vehicle, it’s the vehicle that drives 
you to the tragic end! The reins of the stormy horses of passions 
yoked to life's Chariot should be in the firm and strong hands of 
the enlightened Soul, so that it should not go astray to meet sure 
destruction. 

Once Lord Buddha asked his disciples to visit a 
town notorious for its ill-tempered, arrogant and insol- 
ent inhabitants, 


“But, Bhagwan!’’ said a disciple hesitatingly: 
“They are very arrogant, They will not welcome us in 
their town’’ 


“Remain cheerful, thinking that they have not 
abused you"’ 


“But, if they abuse us?’’ 


“Remain cheerful, thinking that they have not 
beaten you"” 


“But, if they beat us?”’ 


“Remain cheerful, thinking that they have not 
chased you out of the town."’ 


“But, if they chase us out of the town?’” 


“Remain cheerful, thinking that they have not 
killed you”’ 


“But, if they kill us?”” 


“Remain cheerful, my dear young friends, that 
they can never destroy your spirit — the eternal path to 
ultimate salyation’’ 


The reward of one duty is the power to fulfil 
another. 


— GEORGE ELIOT 


If a duty is performed well it will inspire you to fulfil another job 
much more zealously. 


There was a big fire in the ‘Gurukula’ — a residential 
school — and all the teachers and students became 
panicky and yet after a couple of moments all of them 
started to extinguish it with whatever vessel they could lay 
hands upon. Very soon the stored water in the small tank 
and several pitchers, pots and jars was emptied out. 


There was, ofcourse, a water wheel to lift water up 
from the well for the daily use of the vast Gurukula area 
and its inhabitants. Unfortunately that very day the 
bullock that was used for operating the water wheel had 
been taken out to the adjacent town for some work. The 
fire was still raging unabated and it was high time that the 
water wheel was used for procuring plenty of water to ex- 
tinguish the fire as early as possible. 


Suddenly a thin boy yoked himself to the water wheel 
and started moving it and in no time the buckets came out 
in quick succession pouring down plenty of water in the 
nearby water tank, Immediately, all the young pupils, 
teachers, servants etc. started extinguishing the fire by 
buckets full of water — successfully. 


That brave boy, later on became a ‘Sanyasi) — 
Bhikshu Akhandanand, the founder director of the great 
publishing institution of Gujarat, ‘Sastu Sahitya’. 


14th MAY 


15th MAY YY 


Do not, for one repulse, forgo the purpose that 
you resolved to effect. 


— SHAKESPEARE 


Provocation of any sort is detrimental especially when serious 
deliberations and higher achievements are involved, To brush it aside is 
the only way to be saved from disaster. 


Pandit Vishwanath Shastri was considered to be the 
greatest learned man in India during his life-time. Once he 
was confronted with a haughty young Pandit who challeng- 
ed him for ‘Shastrartha’ in Banaras city. 


A stage was erected in the vast compound of the holy 
Vishwanath temple. Pandits, Shastris, Upadhyay-s and 
Achatya-s from all over the country had assembled in the 
Pandal. The ‘Shastrartha’, the religious and philosophical 
discussion, began between the two, 


Pandit Vishwanath was propounding his thesis with 
great concentration, logic and sound reasoning based on 
perfect knowledge, The other learned man, young though 
he was, was a highly accomplished ‘vidwan’. He tried very 
hard to break down the Pandit’s thesis and reasoning to 
pieces. But to no availl He was losing his ground by every 
minute that went past. He was totally at bay. 


‘Then an idea flashed across his mind — he spat on the 
Pandit’s face, forcefully! . . Just to break his concentration 
and make him forget the track of his argument on which his 
entire theory was based. 


Said Pandit Vishwanath while wiping away the spittle 
with his shawl with perfect calm: 


“{t's all right. It's only a digression. Come to the 
point.” 


The opponent, shocked and dismayed, fell at his feet: 
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“Maharaj, you have won! Im defeated!” 


, Pp 
17th MAY ae 


Nothing is more simple than greatness; 
Indeed, to be simple is to be great. 


— EMERSON 


Simplicity comes naturally to the truly great. They have neither the 
time nor the inclination to be pompous. 


“Would you please show me the place where Bhagwan 
Kautilya stays?” asked the Greek Ambassador to an ordi- 
nary Brahmin preparing to take his bath in the river. 


“Please, go straight on this path and after a while 


you will see a hut, He stays there” replied the Brahmin 
wading in the water a little further. 


The Ambassador reached there and had a quick 
glance at the grass hut. It was empty. The doors were 
open. He looked into the hut and was surprised and 
shocked. 

‘The all-powerful Prime Minister of a great Empire was 
staying in an ordinary hut with no furniture at all. There 
was a simple mattress on the floor, some earthem pots 
and vessels, a clean washed ‘Dhoti' that is all! 


In the meantime he saw the same Brahmin, whom he 
had met on the bank of the river, coming towards him, 


“It seems Bhagwan Kautilya is out!” said the Greek 
Ambassador to the Brahmin. 


“No, he is here!” replied the Brahmin with a smile. “I 
am Chanakya whorn you call Bhagwan Kautilya. What 
can I do for you?” 


The Greek Ambassador bowed down low to him in ut- 
ter reverence and sought his blessings. 


I consider the most enviable of all titles, the 
character of an ‘Honest Man’. 


— GEORGE WASHINGTON 


Honesty is not merely a self-imposed codé of conduct. It is much 
more than that. It is an inborn character of a righteous man! 


Chittaranjan Das — ‘Desh Bandhu’ as he was fondly 
called by one and all for his patriotic fervour and 
benevolent nature — called all the creditors of his late 
father to pay them their dues to the last paise. 


“It was not necessary to pay them their dues!” said his 
friend. “Your later father had already been declared an in- 
solvent in the court of law! Hence you are not liable in any 
way whatsoever to repay them such a big amount.” 


Desh Bhandu's father was a-rich and generous man. 
While helping one of his friends in his financial crisis he 
landed himself into big trouble and ultimately declared 
himself as an insolvent through the court 


His son C.R. Das grew up as a great legal luminary 
and eamed quite a lot. He not only wanted to wash out 
the stigma of insolvency from his family but considered it 
as a moral duty to pay all the dues to the creditors. 


“Yes, you are right!” said the Desh-Bandhu to his 
friend: “But law is not the only guiding principle in life. 
Honesty is, according to me, the greatest virtue of all!” 
Then he added firmly: “Moral code is always higher than 
the legal one!” 


18th MAY 


To the free man, threats are impotent 
— CICERO 


Freedom is every man's birth-right,as the great Lokmanya Tilak 
had said. Freedom should be preserved and asserted at every step in 
life — without caring for any threat whatsoever 


It was 1921 A.D. 


Gandhiji had launched his satyagraha moyement in 
those days. Maharaja Gangasingh of Bikaner was not on- 
Iya. good administrator but also an enlightened king who lik: 
ed scholars and pandits in his state. He had appointed 
the well known scholar Babu Sampurnanand as the prin- 
cipal of the famous Dungari College. 


Once when the Maharaja was retuming to his palace 
after an evening stroll, he saw Mahatma Gandhi's photo 
‘on the wall of the hostel-rector’s room. Next day he sum- 
moned Dr. Sampurmanand to his office. The principal, 
Babu Sampumanand, immediately went there, as many a 
time before the Maharaja had suggested so many things 
to him with reference to the college and its development, 


“It seems that nowadays our college hostel has 
become a sanctuary for the rebels,” said the Maharaja 
with anger and iritation: “Yesterday [ saw Mahatma 
Gandhi's photo in the rector’s room! Well, | don’t like 
this, Get his resignation immediately. I don’t want to har- 
bour such treacherous people in my state.” 


“In that case sir, [ am also guilty of the same crime!” 
said the Principal and wrote his resignation on the spot 
and declared: 


“Here is my resignation also, Your Highness! Please, 
accept it right now and-relieve me.” 
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19th MAY. 


If your riches are yours, why don't you take 
them with you to tother world? 


— FRANKLIN 


‘Truly speaking possession of wealth is hardly a matter of pride. It's 
worth is surprisingly negligible when judged in long-term basis! 


“Pray, tell me Badshah, how much js the total value 
of all your wealth and possessions?” asked Abu Shakik to 
Harun Al Rashid of Iran, who was notorious for his pride 
and arrogance of his vast Empire and unlimited wealth. 


The Badshah was perplexed at the strange question 
of Abu Shakik --- a great Muslim Sufi Saint. 


“Why do you inquire about it, O Sufi?” 


“Please listen, Harun! Suppose you are in the great 
desert of Sahara and you are terribly thirsty. So much so, 
that you fee! that within a moment you would die, And 
suppose at that time if somebody offers you a glass of 
water, what will you give him?” 


“Half of my Kingdom!” replied Harun Al Rashid. 


“And suppose, O Badshah, you are mortally sick 
and there is no hope of your survival inspite of the ef- 
forts of all the great Hakims of the world; and if at that 
time someone comes with a small packet of medicinal 
powders to cure you completely, what will you give him?” 


“Half of my Kingdom, O good saint!” 


“Then Badshah, if your entire Empire is worth a 
glass of water and a small packet of medicine only, what is 
there to be so proud of it” 


The Badshah received the advice well and thanked 
him. 
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True courage is not the brutal force of vulgar 
They say? What they say? Let them say! heroes, but the firm resolve of virtue and reason. 


NY — WHITEHEAD 


Courage is not a foolhardy step! It is risk taken with faith, reason- 
To face public scorn requires great moral courage. It is easier to ‘ing, and a sense of belonging to the cause and duty. 
face poverty with patience, a fall from power and position boldly or 


any other embarrassment with forbearance but not the social stigma. Reis Goat hide Bae ee 


It not only requires an ample amount of courage and conviction much grief-striken by the death of his son born to him by 
but also an abundance of self-confidence to look back in defiance in Catherine-I, that he shut himself in a room with a vow to 
the eyes of the social despots. starve himself to death. 


He had strictly ordered that none should disturb him 
under any pretext. One could do that only at the pain of 


Narsimha Mehta, the greatest saint:poet of Gujarat, een 
who wrote the immortal ‘Vaishnava Jana To Tenere The Russian senate assembled together to discuss 
Kahiye. . .’ did just that! the grave situation and find a way out to save the great 
He defied the inhuman caste-tradition of untouch- Teens 
ability by readily accepting the invitation of the so-called Dolgoronski volunteered to approach the Tsar to per: 
untouchables to go to their place and sing his ‘Padas’ and suade him to rule the country. He went to the palace and 
‘Bhajans’. It was he who for the first time called them as knocked at the doors of the room. 


‘Hartnan-Jan’ — children of God — on this occasion. i 
Ente Thinced pasnsy Wor, «rode. Gack. Makebie ‘Who is it?” boomed the Tsar from the room. 
Gandhi, inspired by Narsimha Mehta, called them by the “Its I, Sirel Dolgoronski .... . 2 


same nomenclature: ‘Harijan’ oe and a) 
et away you, fool! : 
When Mehtaji was returning home in the small hours wy yOu, you want to 


of the morning his caste-fellows started mocking, “I have come from the senate, my lord!” said 
rebuking and denouncing him: Dolgoronski politely but firmly: “Open it. [ say! And come 


out to ni or.” 
“What sort of a person are you? You neither care for Jame your success: 


caste nor race! Nor you know good from bad.....” The Tsar appreciated his courage, reason and a 
sense of duty. He came out of his room and embraced the 
“Lam what | am!” said the Saint with folded hands: menein 
“Call me by any name you like. Say whatever you 
want... | will tread on the path of Bhakti’, of Truth and “Thank you, Senator!” said Peter the Great: “From 
Godliness!” now on I resume my duties as Tsar. Please go and inform 


the senate, at once!” 
Dolgoronski bowed low and went away. 


WE 22nd MAY 
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The truth shall make you free. 
— ST. JOHN VI 32 


‘This is the promise that the seers have given to mankind — Truth 
is the greatest. It will never fail you. It will sustain you and save you 
ultimately, 


The king was inspecting the prisoners, one by one on 
the ship. 
“What was your crime?” asked the king to a convict. 


“{ have not committed any crime, Your Majesty!” 
replied the convict: “I was wrongly punished.” 


“And you?” asked the king to another convict. 


“| am innocent sir! They have brought false witnesses 
against me.” 


“And what about you?” 


“The same sir! | was not in the town when the crime 
was committed,” 


Every convict told the king that he was innocent, 
At last there was one who said: 


“Your Majesty! I did commit a theft as I was very 
much hungry and wanted some money to purchase same 
food to keep my body and soul together. However, I 
think, they have punished me justly.” 


The king felt happy — there was atleast one man who 
was telling him the truth. He was touched by his honesty. 
‘And, what's more — he stole the money because he was 
almost dying with hunger! 

The king, after thinking for a while said loudly so that 
all could hear: 


“I think you are too ‘bad’ a person to be in the com: 
pany of these innocent’ people! You must be placed 


somewhere else!” 
Then he pardoned the prisoner and set him free. 


The joy of revenge lasteth but a day; but the 
glory of him who forgiveth endureth forever. 


— TIRUVALLUVAR 


Forgiveness not only behoves the brave, but is a step towards be. 
ing blissfully happy by earning the affection of an erstwhile enemy! 


Many attempts were made on the life of Caesar 
before he was finally assassinated by Brutus. A senator 
named Cina also tried to kill him but before anything 
serious could happen to Caesar he was caught. 


Caesar was seriously thinking what deterring punish- 
ment should be inflicted upon Cina so that he would never 
dare think about it again! 


“What is it, my Caesar? What are you thinking 
about?” asked his wife anxiously. 


“There was one more attempt on my life, and Cina 
was participating in the conspiracy very prominently.” 

“Oh!” said Caesar's wife: “How sad!’ 

“Yes, sad indeed and especially when persons like 


Cina are hatching the heinous plot! 1 am not going to let 
him go easily... ..” 


“Are you sure that by punishing him this type of con- 
spiracies will end?”asked his wile. 


“What do you mean, my dear?” 


“{ think you have tried to stop this before also by 
severely punishing the guilty. But . . . . .nothing has hap- 
pened — no improvement in their attitude!” 


“Then, what should we do?” asked Caesar, puzzled. 


| ‘Let him be forgiven, my dear Caeser! Let's try this 
new way. Let’s see what happens.” 


Caesar forgave Cina unconditionally! And Cina 
became his most faithful friend amongst all. 


24th MAY 


25th MAY DR. 


All other goods by fortune’s hand are given, 
A wife is the peculiar gift of heaven! 


Cleanliness is next to Godliness. 
— JOHN WESLEY 


Cleanliness is not only a good method for hygienic living — but — POPE 


also a philosophy of social civilized living. Cleanliness prompts one to 


be beautiful within and without! From innumerable small sacritices to great ones, a wife's devo- 


tion and love is immeasurable. 


Governor Russel W. Pattesson of Delaware was 
speeding in his limousine for an official visit. At the same 
time another car passed by with great speed; and the 
‘occupant from it threw a bagful of litter on the road, The 
Governor noticed it and asked his driver to stop the car. 


He got down from it and took the bag, then followed 
that car. When he neared the vehicle he stopped and ask- 
ed the owner in a stern voice: 


“| think this is your bag, gentleman!” 

“Yes, Sir!” replied the owner of the car.. 

“Have you any more bags with you? If so give them to 
me. I will manage to dispose them off.” 

“[ don't have more, Sir!" said the man apologetically: 

“| am sorry, Your Excellency!” 

“Hmm! Henceforward you should be careful in 
disposing off the litter,” said the Governor forcefully. 

Yes, Your Excellency! Sorry, Sir!” 


“You must remember that the authorities are doing 
their best to keep the city clean. You may not give a hand 
to do the job but at the same time you have no right to 
make it dirty. A citizen should perform his own duties 
also!” 


He was writing the last chapter of the great book 
regarding Vedanta philosophy. He was writing a learned 
commentary of ‘Brahma-sutra’. It took him no less than 
fifty years to complete this monumental work, 


While completing the last paragraph of the ‘Bhashya’ 
a gust of wind put out the lamp. There was darkness all 
around. 


‘Somebody came in and lighted the lamp. 


“Who are you, lady?” asked Pandit Shiromani 
Vachaspati Mishra: “I have noticed that you serve me very 
diligently day in and day out, | am very much grateful to 
you. Who are you, Devi?” 


“Lam Bhamati — your wile.” 


.... And he suddenly remembered that a few 
decades ago he had married a young girl whom he had 
hardly known at that time and all these long subsequent 
years, 


His remorse had no bounds. His sorrow was deeper 
than the seven seas. Said he: “Forgive me, please! [ have 
sinned against you! Sinned against your entire being! | 
don't know how to repay this immense debt. No words 
can express my pain .... .!” 


‘Then with tearful eyes he held her hands and said: 
“I name this Bhashya — ‘Bhamati! 
Even today this great commentary is known the 


world over as ‘BHAMAT?: 


“Yes, Governor! It won't happen again,” replied the 
car owner. 
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Equality is the share of everyone at their advent 
_upon the earth, and equality is also theirs when 
placed beneath it. 


— NINON DE LENCLOVE 


Only fools and fiends can believe in inequalities of men — 
disregarding the facts of birth and death. 


“Morning, Sir!” said an old negro while bowing down. 
and tipping his hat to Abraham Lincoln. 


The President was driving his carriage one pleasant 
morning a bit slowly enjoying the cool morning breeze of 


spring. 
“A very good moming, Sil” said the President of 
America to the old Negro. 
While saying so he also bowed down to him and tip- 


ped his head exactly in the same way. He almost stopped 
his carriage while returning the civilities to the Negro. 


A passer-by who was Lincoln's friend saw this inci 
dent and next day specially went to his office and met 
him, 

“Well, my dear friend, what can | do for you!” asked 
Lincoln to his friend who came to meet him after a long 
time. 

“Yesterday, | saw you in the morning driving your car- 
riage...” 

“.. Lam sorry. I did not see you. You should have 
stopped me and told me whatever you wanted to, at that 
time.” 

“| wanted to ask you, Sir, why did you tip your hat and 
bow saying a very good morning to that old nigger?” 

“Because,” replied the great man, ‘Ihad never wanted 
to be less courteous and civilized than any other man!” 


The friend looked down dumbfounded and walked 


away. 


27th MAY EE 


Our anger and impatience often prove much 
more mischievous than the things about which 


we are angry or impatient. 
— MARCUS AUREOUS 


Anger is the sure sign of the weak. He who keeps himself calm and 
quiet is a strong man! 


“Oh, fie! can you call such a woman a queen? Most 
certainly not. Yes, 1 would say such a person doesn't 
deserve to be the head of the state,” said one of the 
soldiers in a military camp, somewhere in Italy. 


“completely agree with you, my friend!” said another 
soldier with more veherience: “she is the meanest of 
mankind, very venomous. Very arrogant and puffed-up.” 


“She is a monster. A witch... .. A devil... A 
curse on humanity!" said another. 


“Yes, she kills a man at the slightest excuse.” 


“She will rot in hell forever. She is a‘ cold-blooded 
murderer... . . a 


The soldiers and some of the junior officers of the ar- 
my also, were abusing and cursing Katherine, the 
ferocious Queen of Italy. The day when the soldiers were 
criticising her she was visiting the military camp unan- 
nounced, She was actually overhearing them. 

“Shall we punish these wretched fools, Your Majesty? 
We will pull out their tongues from their mouths and hang 
them.” 


“No” said Katherine, the ferocious, to the astounded 
Commanders who were accompanying her: “Let my sub- 
jects know that for once their ferocious Queen Katherine 


could also control her ire well.” 


Never give advice unless asked. 
— PROVERB (German) 


Advice is neither admired nor accepted. It is always irritating. 
And yet men deem it their duty to advise, even at their own peril! 


“Why do you put yourself to unnecessary trouble, 
my friends?” The bird Shuchi-Mukh (pious face) advised 
a bunch of monkeys who were trying to light a fire by 
blowing Chanothi-s (small red solid berry with a black 
dot, used as a weight: 2.5 grams) after putting some fire- 
woods, dry leaves etc, around them. 


It was very cold and the monkeys were trembling 
incessantly. For a long time they went on blowing. But 
the fire was not kindled. Yet they went on and on 
blowing the Chanothi-s, 


After an hour or so Shuchi-Mukh once again 
advised them: “Why do you still take this trouble? I can 
see that you are very much exhausted. These are mere 
Chanothi-s and not sparks, only their colour is red...” 


“Will you keep your mouth shut,” shouted an angry 
monkey. Some other monkeys also joined him in 
shouting at the bird. 

They could not bear this unwanted advice when 
they were blowing hard at the Chanothi-s. That irritated 
them — a couple of hours passed in this agonising act of 
the monkeys. 


The poor bird simply could not bear it. It twittered 
again; 


“My friends, why bother so much? Didn’t | tell 
you...” 


Then a monkey jumped furiously at it, caught it by 
the neck and squeezed the life out of it! 
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The great use of life is to spend it for something 
that will outlast it. 
— WILLIAM JAMES 


To give away one’s own life for the sake of the people is a great 
sacrifice, but to sacrifice one's own flesh and blood is the greatest! 


The strong and large armies of the enemy of Alfonso, 
King of Spain, had surrounded the national capital, 
Madrid, 

King Alfonso, himself a brave soldier and seasoned 
commander of many a battle had saved Madrid from the 
direct onslaught of the enemies — the Mohammedans. He 
was giving them a good and valiant fight 


But to his illuck his son was captured by them and 
they were taking the best advantage of the situation. The 
Sultan who himself was the supreme commander of his 
forces constructed a huge gallow in such a way and on 
such a vantage point that the whole of the city could view 
it very well. 


The Sultan ordered the captured Prince of Spain to 
mount the gallows so that the citizens of Madrid could 
have a full view. Then he sent a messenger to King 
Alphonso, The terse message was read loudly: 


“Alphonso, King of Spain — either surrender the city 
or we will kill your son! Select your son or city!” 


‘The entire court stared eagerly at Alphonso their King! 
‘The King looked into the eyes of the messenger and said: 


‘I select the city. My son may die!” 


A 30th MAY 31st MAY 
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Light is the task when many share the toil. 
— HOMER 


Who will adhere to him that abandons himself? 
— SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 


Burden, whether it is that of a huge sack or life, cannot be bome 


alone, It turns lighter, when shared! One must keep his self-respect at any cost. The person who is 
without it not only lowers himself, but also his accomplishments. 


ove 


“Why are you crying, Grandma?” He ran to an old 
lady who was sitting by the side of the road sobbing, A big 
heavy sack full of flour was lying near her. 


“Tell me, granny!” said the kind man again to her 
soothingly: “What has happened?” 


“This big flour sack fell down from my head. It is very 


heavy and impossible for me to cary, my son! | could 
manage to do so. .. this far. . . but now it is impossible.” 


“But why should you carry such a big sack over your 
on 


“Because | am a slave, son!” said the old woman and 
added with a shudder: “And if I don't go to the master's 
house soon | would be beaten to death. My master is very 
strict...” 


“Alright!” said the kind man: ‘I will carry it on my 
head. Please, show me the way to your master's house.” 


“God bless you!” she said thanking him profusely: 
“You are like God — kind and compassionate to the 
helpless.” 


When they reached their destination the master saw 
the kind man and he shouted: 


“Aree! Is it you, Paigambar Saheb?” 


“Yes,” said the great prophet: “I gave a hand to this 
old woman...” 


And everyone present fell at his feet!! 


Pandit Omkamath Thakur had been to London in 
1933. At that time Panditji was already a celebrity as a 
great vocalist in Indianiclassical music. The Indian High 
‘Commissioner warmly welcomed him. 


Next day when they met, the High Commissioner 
had suggested that he should entertain all — from the 
highest dignitary to the most ordinary person in that 
country. 


“So.....” continued the High Commissioner. 

“So. el 

“Suppose you meet His Majesty King George V and 
entertain him with your wonderful Music, he will ..... = 

“He will . . what?” inquired Panditji. 


“He will, my dear Sir, biess you with the tile Rai 
Bahadur’ ” answered the High Commissioner of India. 


“But, I haven't received any invitation from him! Do 
you think that I will go to him and sing without any invita: 
tion? — or for that matter will any other artiste do it?” 


The British official was stunned at the strong 
response of Panditjil 


“As a matter of fact it is the duty of His Majesty to in- 
vite an Indian artiste to his palace,” continued Pandit 
Omkamath Thakur in a stern voice: “If he doesn't care for 
the artiste why should the artiste care for him? I don’t want 
the title of ‘Rai Bahadur’, To me it is just nothing, I am the 
people's artiste and would remain so!” 


like a child, 
through the forest 
hing and crying people 
g the flowers of imagination and wonder 
That God gives free, 


Do not think that as a child 

My heart cannot tum as hard as stone 

When the arrow of opposition to what | believe in 
Tries to pierce my center 

Of principle and character, 


Thave a cause, a meaning 
And worth for individuality, 
And as a means for living in this life, 


For striving steps forward, 
For achieving a mission. 


Shall [ fall on bended knees 
And wait for someone to bless me with happiness 
And a life of golden dreams? 

No, I shall run into the desert of life 

With my arms open, 

Sometimes falling, sometimes stumbling, 

But always picking myself up, 
“A thousand times, if necessary 


1st JUNE 


Only they win on whose side God is 
— MAHABHARATA 


One who trusts God never loses 
One who worships at His feet crowns the world. 
Salvation is attained the moment he holds the reins! 


“When did you arrive here?” asked Shri Krishna to 
Arjun who was standing near his feet at the other end of 
the royal bed. 


Shri Krishna had just got up from the afternoon 
siesta and the moment he opened his eyes he saw his 
dearest friend and devotee Arjun. 


“| have arrived here few minutes before and had 
been sitting here since then.” 


Duryodhan who was sitting there on a simhasan 
announced his presence also saying: 


“I have also come, Shri Krishna! I was also waiting 
here for you to get up from your siesta. | have come here 
much before him. I have come here to ask you a favour.” 


“I too have come for the same!” said Arjun. 


“Alright!” said Krishna, perhaps both of you have 
come to get my help in the imminent war between you 
two — Pandavas and Kauravas! Isn't it?” 


Both of them agreed. Then Shri Krishna said: 
“One side will have my entire Narayana Sena and the 
other will have only me devoid of arms and with a vow 
not to fight there in any case!” Then added; “As I saw 
Arjuna first he will have the first choice to select.” 


Arjuna selected’ Bhagwan Krishna. And Duryo- 
dhana the great Narayansena: Ultimately we know that it 
was the Pandavas who won. 


4th JUNE 


As you sow, so you reap. 
— BIBLE 


Whether we believe it or not, one has to pay for one's deeds. 


A sly deed carves out the cruel heart with efficiency at the end! 


The Mayor of the city had called the contractor in his 
office and said: 


“I want you to build a nice and comfortable 
bungalow with all the modern facilities, Please don't 
worry about the expenses! Use the best materials and 
talented artisans." 


“Oh, yes!” assured the contractor: “I will build it as 
if am building it for myself.” 


“Thank you,” said the Mayor happily: “That is 
exactly what I meant to tell you.” 


The contractor started the work in right earnest. He 
was also very happy that he was given a free hand in 
building this structure without anyone's interference. 


He decided to purchase the best materials as-well-as 
to employ the best workers-at the outset. 


Then by and by he started having second thoughts 
and ordered for second rate materials and low calibre arti- 
sans and workers. 


The profit that he started getting was very alluring. 
For the last lot he purchased the lowest quality material 
and hired unskilled labourers. At the end he earned a 
sizeable amount. 


When the bungalow was completed, the Mayor 
arranged an inaugural function for it and presented it 
ceremoniously to the contractor for his long and 
sustained meritorious services to the municipality. The 
contractor could hardly keep his face smiling. 


re 
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Noble blood is an accident of fortune; 
Noble actions characterize the great 


— CARLO GOLDONI 


Greatness does not comprise of only great deeds or 
achievements. Noble behaviour and actions are essential ingredients. 


“Now [ am really tired. Enough of the visitors” said 
the famous Soprano Mabriborn to her maid. “Now don’t 
allow any more inside.” 

“There is only one visitor outside,” said the maid: 
“He is a poor small boy with unkempt clothes.” 


“Alright”, said the great Soprano; “Send him in.” 

“C'mon in, my son! What's your name?” she told 
him as she saw him standing at the door-step waiting for 
her permission. 

“Pierre!” said the boy politely while entering in her 
drawing room. 

“What a lovely name! Tell me, what can | do for 
you?” 

“My mother is very sick, Ma'am!” said Pierre: “But, 
we have no money for her medicine! Then he pleaded: 


“| have written a poem, Ma'am! Can you..... can 
you possibly utilise it in your programme? Can you sing 
it, Ma'am? ..... You.can pay me..... | mean..... give me 
anything you like! I'll never forget your kindness... 


“Oh, don't worry, My dear,” said the great artiste 
“Give me your poern! .... .and your address, tool!” 


She liked it — very much! 
Next day she sang it at the opera and won tremen- 


dous applause. Then after the programme she went to 
Pierre's mother and handed over the entire collection of 


that day to the small boy: 


“I's yours, son! Please accept it and give your 
mother whatever treatment is necessary!” 
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Prayer is an unfailing tranquiliser — its price is 
faith and humility. 


— SWAMI KRUPALVANAND 


Prayer is conversing with God in a language without words, with 
love's unbounded joy and undisturbed concentration, 


It was a fine Sunday morning and the President of 
America, General Grant was in the prayer-room with his 
family and also some of his cabinet secretaries. 


President Grant was a religious man and he took 
prayers very seriously, He never missed his Sunday mor. 
ning prayer inspite of his immense presidential respon- 
sibilities 


The prayers began in avery solemn atmosphere, 
Everyone was completely engrossed in it, President 
Grant was a picture of concentration and religious fer- 
vour. 


Then there was a hushed whisper....! This was 
unheard of in President Grant's Sunday prayer-meetings. 
This was just not done! 


It was one of the president's children of three to four 
years of age. The president got wild and gave a hard slap 
to the child. Everyone was stunned. 


The prayer-meeting was stopped. Then suddenly 
another hard slap was heard. It was Grant's mother who 
had slapped her son! Grant couldn't look up 


The President of U.S.A. was outraged! One of the 
cabinet secretaries mildly told her: 


“How could you, mom! He is the President ... And 
that too in everybody's presencel! Really, Mom - 


The old lady did not say anything for a while. Then 
said: 


"He slapped his child, I slapped mine! We pray for 
our peace ...to subdue anger .....!” 


“Sony, mammal!” said Grant with a faint smile 


7th JUNE 


All the beautiful sentiments in the world weigh 
less than a single lovely action 


— LOWELL 


Many people in this world are endowed with the gift of the gab. 
They lecture to us ceaselessly about high ideals, eternal values of life 
and various sentiments like love, kindness, benevolence, feelings, 
emotions, generosity etc. etc. 


And they feel that their duty ends just there and they have 
nothing more to do! 


It was the last day of the ‘Bhagavat-Saptah’ in the 
town. A devotee of Lord Krishna travelled regularly 
every day from the nearby village on foot — nearly 10 
KM. each way — to attend the ‘Saptah'! 

During the break he went to a cobbler to get his chap- 
pals mended. 

“Please, do it soon!” said the devotee to the cobbler. 

“Oh, yes! within two minutes”. he replied. Then 
asked: 

“Are you new here? I have rarely seen you at this 
place” 

“You are right, [ come from the nearby village. I travel 
too and fro every day”. Then inquired: “Do you attend the 
“Saptah"”. 

“No Sir! No time. Can't afford it...” he replied 
sadly: “This is my ‘Saptah’ !”, 

“Oh! ..... How much have I to pay?” asked the 
devotee when he was handed over the chappals. 


“Nothing! Let me serve a true devotee... to serve a 
‘bhakta’ isto serve ‘Bhagwan'!”. 
He did not know ‘The Bhagawat’ . . . . . he lived it! 


MGA tm sun 


Mercy loosens the law. 


— PUBLIUS SYRUS 


To be compassionate is one's birthright. He knows no rules or 
laws that stand against compassion, but is ready to pay dearly for any 
violation. 


Shankar, hardly eight years old, was studying under 
and staying with Govindswami, his quru. Alongwith other 
students he had to go for ‘Bhiksha’. It was ordained that 
every student had to approach only one house each day. 
Once Shankar, later on The great Shankaracharya, went 
to a house where a poor old Brahmin lady was staying. 
She gave him some ‘Amalas’ — nothing else. Shankar ac- 
cepted it with love and respect. 


‘Then suddenly something struck his mind and he 
went to a nearby palatial building and requested for 
‘Bhisha’. The lady of the palace, a tich merchant's wife, 
came out and gave him very nice food. 


“Mataji, please give it to that poor old lady who is 
your neighbour. And will you please give me another 
‘Bhiksha’ as a promise that you will take care of her in 
every respect till she lives?” 


“Yes, ofcourse, my son!” said the lady. 


When he returned to his preceptor’s Ashram, the 
Guru asked him why he had been so late, Shankar related 
the whole story to his Guru and asked for the punishment 
as he had disobeyed the rule. When the Guru heard the 
pileerount of the incident, he was more than pleased and 
said: 


“You haven't broken the rule, my son, but enhanced 
its prestige. God bless you!” 


9th JUNE ARE 


Kings are respected in their own countries, 
learned men everywhere! 
— SANSKRIT SAYING 


Physical or temporal prowess is limited to certain territories. Only 
there it is respected — ot rather has to be respected! 


Respect for learning springs from within — almost like love. And 
love has no barriers at all! 


A few decades before the independence of India, 
Maharaja Shri Krishnara) Wadiyar of the then Mysore 
state, had been to Germany on a private visit 


Being a scholar himself he visited several well- 
known centres of leaming in that country. And in 
Germany, Sanskrit language and literature have a special 
position in some of its Universities. 


Once he met a very well-known scholar in an intellec- 
tuals’ conference, Someone introduced the king, to the 
famous scholar, as the head of an Indian state — Mysore. 


“Oh!” said the scholar: “It means that you are from 
that place Mysore, India, of Dr. Ramshastri isn’t it? What 
‘a great scholar! What profound understanding! ....: 
Please convey to him my personal regards." 

“Yes! I will.” said the Maharaja: “I know him 
personally, He has written an illuminating treatise on 
‘Kautilya’s Arthshasira’ ”. 

Alter arriving at Mysore the King gave an audience 
to Dr. Ramshastri and said with pride: “Dr. Ramshastri, 
my friend! Here at Mysore you are my subject but abroad 
Tam your subject and you are my King. There I am only 
someone from the Mysore state of Dr. Ramshastri!” 


RCS 10th JUNE 
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Man becomes great exactly in the degree in 
which he works for the welfare of his fellowmen. 


— GANDHI 


There is always an element of sacrifice in doing good to others. 
The more one rises above himself the greater he is! 


“Lam sorry!” said the diamond merchant to Shrimad 
Rajchandra: ‘Iam sorry that you had to come here all the 
way, but .....” 


“L have come to know that the diamond rates have 
gone up sky high, so ,,,,,” 


Senco so you have come to take the diamonds from 
me as per our contract!” said the diamond merchant. 


Shrimad Rajchandra was a well known and honest 
diamond merchant. The customers would always prefer 
to go to his show-room for shopping. They were sure that 
they would never be cheated. His friends and followers 
reveredly and fondly called him ‘Shrimad’ — the noble 
one! Mahatma Gandhi was greatly influenced by some of 
his teachings and so were a large number of people. 


When that diamond merchant talked to him about 
‘the contract he told him: 


“No. I have come to destroy the contract. Here it 
goes!” 


And he tore it off. 


The diamond merchant had a contract with him that 
he would have to give a specific number of diamonds to 
Shrimad Rajchandra on a fixed later date. But it so hap: 
pened that the price shot up and the merchant was in 
dire trouble — almost on the verge of insolvency. 


Shrimad Rajchandra saved him from the calamity. 
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Resolve, and thou art free! 
— LONGFELLOW 


One who does not know the aim of life is like a loose wayward 
leaf flying helter-skelter in the gusty wind. 


It goes up, it goes down. Sometimes in this direction, sometimes 
in that. 
He is ready to be led and guided by each and every person whom 
he comes across and ultimately he falls down exhausted. 
Only by firm determination and belief one can find the meaning 
of life. 


A Saint had built a huge mansion in the vast 
sprawling compound of his Ashram. 


On the gate of the mansion there was a board on 
which was written: ‘Get Inside’ 

Inside on the wall of the corridor there was another 
board: ‘Turn Left’, After about a dozen yards there was a 
board which read: ‘Turn Right’, then there was another 
one: ‘Go Up’. Then, yet another guiding: 'Go Down’. 

Then there was a board saying: Turn Left’. After 
that there was one more that ordered: ‘Turn Right’. The 
next one advised to ‘Turn Left’, which led to yet another 
board that said: ‘Go Up’ by climbing a difficult staircase. 
At the top again there was a ‘Go Down’ board. 


Then at last on the ground there wasa bigger board 
that read: ‘What are you wandering for? Think, decide 
and resolve. That's the way to teach the goal of ultimate 
salvation’. 
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That man is great, and he alone 
Who served a greatness not his own, 
For neither praise nor pelf: 

content to know and be unknown: 
who is himself! 


— OWEN MERIDITH 


Let your benevolent act not demand praise, power or wealth. Not 


even a gesture of gratitude! That is true greatness! 


When an old lady pleaded to the famous Urdu poet 
Jigar Muradabadi to get her son free from the police lock- 
up he asked her: 


“But Amma, are you sure he is innocent?” 


“Yes, saab! | am his mother. I know my son very well. 
When the police came to arrest him I knew from my son's 
looks that he was innocent, On that inner assurance I 
have come to plead to you!” Then she added with tears in 
her eyes: “He is the only bread-winner in the family.” 


“Alright, Amma! Don't worry. | will do my best.” 
assured the poet. 


For the whole night that day, Jigar Muradabadi could 
not sleep. He was worried about the young man, Even: 
though, he had tried very hard to get him free from the 
police lock-up, he was not sure that his sincere efforts 
would materialise. 


In the morning he went to the lady's house with a 
friend, But somebody told them that the young man had 
already come home. 


‘Let us go to our home, now!” said the poet. 
“Why? Shall we not go there?” 


“No, let’s not embarrass the young fellow and 
burden him and his mother with our obligation.” 


12th JUNE 
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Service unto man is service unto God. 
— PROVERB 


To go to a place of worship ignoring the destitute is a futile prac 
tice — as God sympathises with those who sympathise with the 
needy! 


A sanyasi was sitting on the bank of the holy Ganga. 
He was meditating quietly and suddenly he heard some 
rapid footsteps. 


‘There was a woman with some object in her hand 
closely pressed to her breast. The object was covered 
with a piece of white cloth. She went near the water and a 
sob emerged forcibly out of her lips. 


The sob became a tearful cry. The Swami got disturb- 
ed. He saw the wornan staggering at every footstep. But, 


determined, wading through the waters slowly and 
cautiously she placed the object into the water, sobbing 


uncontrolably. 


It was her own child. Dead, While immersing her own 
child, she removed the piece of white cloth and she came, 
overwhelmed by sorrow), to the bank and collapsed cry- 
ing. 

And yet she didn’t forget that piece of white cloth, 
and kept it with her carefully. 


The Swami saw the whole tragedy. Mother, the dead 
child, the white winding sheet and the sordid poverty. He 
couldn't swallow this unbearable tragedy which brought to 
the surface the helplessness, of the have-nots. 


Since then, the Sanyasi, Maharshi Dayanand 
Saraswati, the founder of the ‘Arya Samaj’ decided to 
preach to the masses in their language and serve them 
through religion. 


14th JUNE 
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Treat others the same way as you would like 
| them to treat you. 


The noblest vengeance is to forgive. 
— PROVERB 


— BHAGAVAD GITA 


It is difficult to rise above ourselves and stand the test of the call 


of our inner being. Revenge never ends ill-feelings and enmity. It only increases bit- 


terness. Forgiveness forces the opponent to silence with a fair pro- 


I's voice is loud enough to awaken us to action if the light within 
ie a spect. of friendship. | 


us is not completely extinguished by the dark winds of selfishness 


rey Both of them, the husband and the wife, quickly 
finished their meagre meal, Actually, they had hardly 
more to eat. A few morsels of cooked rice and a watery 


dal were all the things they had — since last several 
weeks, 


“Please give me alms, Mother!” said guru Ramdas toa 
woman. As she was busy she came out and said: 


“You shom headed, useless beggar! You, line up 
every day at the peopie's houses and harass them,” 


“Mother" said Rarndas, “you are right. But give 
something, I will be satisfied with anything,” 


The lady became more angry and threw dirty water 
along with a piece of linen at him and shouted: 


“For God's sake, get out from here!” 


“God bless you, Mother!” said the Guru and taking 
the piece of cloth went to the bank of the river. There he 
washed it and went to his hut. Afterwards he sat in 
‘samadhi’ and was lost in deep meditation, Slowly and 
slowly the evening descended on the earth. Guru Ramdas 
came out of his ‘samadhi’ — more peaceful, more quiet 
and with immense inner delight 


They were thanking God that they had no children 
with them. The wife had already sent all the three of them 
to her parents, who were themselyes passing through 
almost the same conditions. They were some fifty miles 
ey from there. The conditions there were slightly 

ter. 


The entire area was afflicted with severe draught 
conditions — since last three to four years. It was the 
worst famine Gujarat had ever suffered in the past. The 
people called it ‘Chhappanio Dukal’ — The famine of 
Vikram Era, 1956 (i.e. 1900 A.D.) 


‘That day when the couple finished their ‘meal they heard a 
weak knock on the door. Their neighbour had come. Said he: 


‘Then he remembered that there were no wicks for the 
‘Arati’, So he made that piece of cloth into several wicks. 
And at the time of ‘Arati’ made obeisance to the deity. 
After the ‘arati’ was over, he said to himself: 


“O God, your kindness is infinite! Out of that dirty 
piece of cloth, bright and pious lighted wicks did obeisance 
to you. Please, bless that woman!” 


“Please.....! If we won't have anything to eat, my 
child will die today...” 


“But we too do not have...” said the wife. 


“Give half of the rice to save the child”, the husband 
coaxed his wife : “We might survive a day more but the 
child will be finished today!" 


When the wife gave him, nothing more remained in 
the house! 


fat Chet 
KXCSER 16th JUNE 


Lethargy is the worst enemy of man in the 
world. 


— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


A lazy person harms not only others but himself too, He forgets 
that time is more valuable than money and squanders it away ex- 
travagantly. 


“We are not going to work, Sir! We are on strike.” 
said some Japanese factory workers to their American 
Manager. 

“But why?” asked the Manager: “What's wrong with 
you all?” 

“Sir, we have got two holidays a week.” said their 
spokesman agitatedly, 

“So you want three holidays instead of two!” asked 
the Manager surprised: “In my country also we have got 
only two holidays. Do you really want three holidays? | am 
surprised.” 

“No, Sir! Actually we don't want even two holidays. 
There is not a single factory or any other organisation that 
has two holidays for their workers,” 

“So what? asked the Manager.” Why should you feel 
shy for their tradition. You enjoy yourselves.” 

“No, thank you, If you give us two holidays we will be 
lazy. Besides we would spend more on useless luxuries 
and that would be a loss to us.” 

“Oh, is it so? Then don't go out.” said the American 
laughingly. ‘There won't be any loss.” 

“Sir, we do mean what we say. Please, don't take us 


lightly! As a nation we don't want to be either idlers or 
spendthrifts.” 


The Managers had to bow down to their threat. He 
looked after them happily but not without an element of 
surprise. 


7th JUNE ARE 


Let me live in my house 
by the side of the road, 
And be a friend to man! 


— SAM WALTER FOSS 


To welcome a guest is almost instinctive in human beings — 
whether one affords it, or one’s personal life gets disturbed! 


He was not only a famous writer but a wonderful con- 
versationalist also. When you would meet him you could 
be assured of a nice and fruitful time, interspersed with 
humorous episodes. 


Besides these, his wife was a very good hostess, 
Everybody was welcome at anytime any day! 

It so happened that since last several weeks they had 
not spent an evening together. They were hardly left to 
themselves to talk to each other about their own in- 
dividual small problems or pleasures 


One evening the writer found himself quite alone 
without any guest, in the house. He called for his wife and 
said in a joyful mood: 


“What a lovely evening!” 


“Yes. It is! But so it is every day — almost!” said his 
wile a little amused: “What's so new about it today?” 


“Arre! Haven't you noticed that there is no guest with 
us this evening?” then he added: “We have to talk with 
others always every evening. I hope nobody comes now!” 


“Even if anyone comes I will tell him that you are very 
busy!” she said with determination, 


In the meantime the doorbell rang. The writer's wife 
went to the door to carry out her decision. 


But close behind her was the writer welcorning the in- 
truder to their privacy. 


“Oh, come in, come on right in!” 


Sia 18th JUNE 


An optimist is one who sees an opportunity in 
every calamity; a pessimist is one who sees a 
calamity in every opportunity 

— ANONYMOUS 


Optimism is a state of mind; so is pessimism. 


For some as the popular saying goes, a tumbler is half-full when 
it is not filled-up to the brim, unlike the others for whom it is half 


empty 


The world is what you think it to be. Life is for living and not 
otherwise, Ofcourse, ‘Never say, diel’ should be the motto for all 


It was 1914 A.D. 


Thomas Alva Edison by now had a huge empire of 
his innumerable inventions, In all.it was worth two million 
dollars and the great inventor's son Charles Edison was 
a big helping hand to him in managing and running of the 
industries. 


Suddenly there was a huge fire and the Edison 
Industries were turned to ashes, Charles ran helter- 
skelter to find the old man (67 years in 1914) in the all 
pervading confusion standing near the fire with a twinkle 
in his dreamy eyes. 


“Son!” said Edison to Charles: “Find out your 
mother and bring her here to see this unforgettable 
sight. ...! Oh, What a blaze!” 


Next day he told someone with the same undaunted 
spirit: 
“There is something great in this disaster! All our 


mistakes are destroyed — an opportunity to start anew. 
Thank God!", 


19th JUNE AR 
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7 Be strong and have faith in you and everything 
else is bound to follow. 


— VIVEKANAND. 


Infinite patience, courage, conviction, untiring efforts and un- 
bounded faith in one’s own self will move mountains without any 
doubt whatsoever. 


‘Tetsu-jen thought that unless and until the Buddhistic 
Scriptures were translated and published in the Japanese 
language the masses would not be able to understand the 
Buddha-religion well 


On enquiry he found out that the project would re- 


quire quite a staggering amount to fulfil all its aspects, But 
with undaunted spirit he decided to collect a public fund for 
it. 


For ten long years he continuously worked for it and 
reached the target. But before he could embark upon the 
Project a devastating flood in the river Yogi ravaged the 
surrounding area and its people. 


Tetsu-jen donated the entire amount to the flood- 
relief measures. 


But, he had not forgotten his original mission. With 
redoubled zeal he once again started his public fund col- 
lection drive. Again it took almost ten years to reach the 
target. And this time also Tetsu-jen had to utilise his huge 
collection for another calamity — the plague. 


But, Tetsu-jen was made up of a rare fibre, He 
started his collection-drive for the third time. This time it 
took more than a decade to collect the required amount. 
Ultimately Buddhistic scriptures were available to the 
Japanese people in their own language. They fondly called 
the publications ‘The third impression’ — the previous two 
being scriptures in action! 


No pain, No palm; 
No thorns, No throne; 
No gall, No glory; 

No cross, No crown! 


— WILLIAM PENN 


A well-disciplined person must never care to know whether he 
has pleasure and pain in his lot! 


He should accept whatever comes across his way — cross or 
crown! 


Once Goncher, a soldier in the American Army, was 
doing his reqular parade on a particular day. 


He was one of the fines products of the U.S.A 
Army Corpn. He strictly believed in the Army-discipline 
and was going to observe all its rules and regulations. He 
was sure that if the discipline of Army broke down no one 
could save the country 


Goncher was busy parading on that particular day 
when a deadly poisonous insect started crawling up on 
his body right from his right leq. He quietly suffered the 
irritating crawlings on his back and shoulder. 


Anyone with a sensitive skin would shudder at the very 
thought of it. But our Goncher was determined not to 
bother about the wretched insect — at any cost.! 


Now the insect, as if emboldened by the soldier's 
unflinching and well-disciplined behaviour ventured into 
his right-ear. 

Goncher trembled visibly inspite of himself. The 
deadly insect became bolder. It stung vehemently and 
venomously, He shuddered violently and within few 
moments slumped to the ground. 


A grateful and appreciative Army as well as the 
Nation erected a memorial to honour this epitome of 
devotion to the high ideal of discipline! 


-— 20th JUNE 
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Time and Tide wait for none 
— PROVERB 


Time is an invisible factor which is rarely taken care of or noticed. 
For most of us time is unlimited. [f something is not done today it will 
be done tomorrow. 


And many times tomorrow becomes day after tomorrow and a 
time comes when there are no tomorrows left for us. 


Thai's why whatever has to be done today must be done — who 
knows whether tomorrow the sun may rise for us or not! 


Maharaj Yudhishthira was very busy with his day-to- 
day Government administration. He was sitting on the 
Royal Throne surrounded by high officials and ministers 


Nearby, his younger brother Bhimsain was sitting on 
a smaller throne in case his assistance was summoned by 


Dharmaraj 


Suddenly a Brahmin barged in the Court for sorne 
solicitation 

“Pardon me Bhagavan!” said Yudhishthira very 
humbly: “fam very busy now! Would you kindly come 


tomorrow a little earlier? All your wishes would be 
definitely granted.” 


The Brahmin went away, but Bhimsain couldn't 
hold himself any longer. He got up from his seat and 


shouted: 
“Rejoice my friends, rejoice! Blow conches, beat 
drums ... Rejoice! Maharaja Yudhishthira has 


conquered ‘Time’. He is sure that he will satiate all the 
wishes of the Brahmin....!"" 


“Sorry, my dear brother!” said Yudhishthira, 
“Please, forgive me. I followed your message very well. I 
baw down to ‘Time’. Please, call the Brahmin back. .." 


\ more human appeal in his voice and words. 


~_ 
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Manners are a sensitive awareness of the feel- 


ings of others. 
— EMILY POST 


Good manners are basically off-shoots of human behaviour and 
considerations. 


Some people are never ruffled in any situation. On 
the contrary their moral stature reaches newer heights. 


Once Abraham Lincoln was addressing a meeting 
where the mast outstanding members of the township were 


listening to him admiringly and with rapt attention as it 
was his first political speech. 


All of a sudden an old admirer and friend of Lincoln, 
who had come to meet him from his small village, elbow: 
ed his way through the audience, reached the platform ex- 
tended his hand and said loudly, drowning the maiden 
political speech of the speaker: 


“Howdy, Abe?” 

“Oh, fine!” replied Lincoln leaning down from over the 
platform to shake hands, arresting his speech, “How are 
you, Uncle dimmie?” 

‘Then he brought the loving villager on the platform, 
made him sit in his own chair in between the two of the 


most dignified leaders of the district and continued his in: 
terrupted speech. 


Uncle Jimmie had absolutely no idea of speeches and 
meetings. To him all that wasgoing on was something 
strange and queer. He felt more uncomfortable and 
ultimately he got up, went to him and asked: 

“Oh Abe! Sorry, I forgot to ask you, how are Mary 
and the babes: Hey!” 


“All are very well, Uncle Jimmie!” said Lincoln unper 
turbed: “Thank You." 


Then he smiled at him and continued his speech with 


23rd JUNE. 
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The applause of a single human being is of great 
consequence. 


— SAMUEL JOHNSON 


do better. For an artist even a single word goes a long way! 


Earl of Southampton was a great admirer of poetry 
and poets. He liked to read and enjoy a good poem, He 
did not appreciate them by words only, but, quite befitting 
his social position and status by money also! 


It is said that the Elizabethan poet Edmund Spencer 
had recently composed his very well-known poem the 
‘Faerie Queen’ and had been to the Ear! of Southamypton’s 
mansion. He, then, sent him the manuscript through a 
servant and waited for his call in the drawing hall. 


The poetry loving Earl opexed the manuscript and 
started reading then and there. He was happy with the 
beginning and proceeded further with the great poetic 
work. Then after some time the Earl ordered the Servant 
and told him: 


“Give £ 20/- to the poet.” 


He read a little more, and shouted delightedly: 


“O, listen boy! Give him another £ 20/-. Give him 
immediately.” 


‘The servant again went out to abide by the order. 
Again the good Earl called him more loudly than 


“Go there again ..... £ 20/-..... more, Eh!” 


aes 


‘Some more time elapsed. The happy chuckling of the 
Earl was faintly heard outside. Then, he, the Earl 
thundered: 


“Hey boy! Here, turn the man out instantly. This 
fellow is going to ruin me completely.” 


Each of us require appreciation for our work. It encourages us to 


Iam the very slave of circumstance and impulse 
— borne with every breath. 


— BYRON 


Man, no doubt, is a creature of circumstances. If he is not 


vigilant, even a Saint can be converted into a Satan by this strange 
world in which we live... . . 


He was a good artist, on his way to greatness, He 
was planning to paint a picture of Jesus Christ — 2 dif- 
ficult subject for an artist, ordinary or otherwise, a begin- 
ner or established! 


He had a definite image of Christ. He studied all the 
masters, read the Bible several times, read His descrip- 
tions depicted by authors in almost all available books 
He, then, tried to find out a suitable model for his painting. 


For that he moved from town to cities and thence to 
villages, In one distant village he found out such a befitting 
model. His face had the same innocence, the same sereni- 
ty. Peace and compassion for others were writ large on 
his face. 

The artist engaged him as a model with great difficulty — 
the poor fellow did not know even the meaning of modell- 
ing or any other wordly sense and knowledge 


Ultimately, the painting was over. 


After five years the artist could get a befitting model 
for ‘Satan’ from the same village. The model had all the 
characteristics of Satan. On further enquiry he found 
‘out that he was the same man who sat as a model for his 
Christ-painting. 

The world successfully converted him from ‘Christ’ 
to ‘Satan’, 
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Let all things be done decently and in order. 
— 1. CORINTHIANS 


Where strict discipline is a way of life, its vielation is a crime — 
both moral and legal! Here, ignoring is abetting. 


During the days of the British Regime several of the 
petty Indian Rajas used to join as officer-cadets in the 
Royal Indian Army. Most of such petty Rajas were quite 
conscious of their blue blood and were not very much will- 
ing to tall in with the usual strict military discipline. 


A particular General of the Army was not very happy 
by the indisciplined behaviour of these ‘Highnesses’. He 
was specially angry with one such prince for his 
notorious indiscipline. 


This Raja Saheb Cadet was never willing to give a 
helping hand to the soldiers whenever a need arose for 
such help. He even would not like to march with his 
fellow-company men, Instead, he would ride on horse back! 
The British General had to swallow all these because it 
was the policy not to affront them. 


On that unbearably hot summer afternoon the com 
pany soldiers were pushing up a heavy gun on a hill. The 
Raja was riding on a horse, as usual. 


“Do you see that British Officer pushing the gun up 
the hill? Asked the General. 


“Yes, General! I do.” Replied the Raja.” 


“Well, he is Prince Christian Victor, the.grandson of 
Her Majesty the Queen Express!’ 


“Ohl” Said the Raja and rushed towards the com- 
pany. 
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The great hope of society is individual character. 
— CHANNING 


Society consists of several individuals, Hence greatness of any 
society rests upon the moral fibre of each and everyone of its in- 
dividual members. 

“Please, sir, give your most valuable vote to us,” said 

the official of the East India Railway Co., to Sir Purushot- 

tamdas Thakurdas. “If you would kindly do that, you 

would benefit tremendously.” 
“What benefit?” asked Sir Purushotiam in a stern 
voice. 


“Listen, Sir! Please, don't be offended)” said the of- 
ficial to him, pleadingly, ‘I'm a mere agent of the company 
and am deputed to put this offer before you.” 


“What offer?” said Purushottamdas. 


“The company has offered you a yearly allowance of 
seven lakhs of rupees for three years, and .... .” stam- 
mered the company-agent 


“And — what?" he prompted him mockingly. 


“And, Sir you would also get the managing agency of 
the railway forever.” 
“And for all that, for the sake of money, you would 


want me to sell my vote to you!” 
“Er — not exactly so.” 


“It is so! | am not going to betray my ownself. | won't 


have anything to do with you and your company and its 
offer.” 


This had happened when the British goverment 
wanted to take over the Railways from the company and 
appointed a committee of which Sir Purushottamdas was 
a member. 


And as there was a tie, his vote was a must for deci- 


sion, 
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the social worker, 


They serve God well 
Who serve His creatures, 
— CAROLINE NORTON. 


God is never propitiated by going to temples and singing prayers 
and Bhajans mechanically. He is served best, when the unfortunates 
are taken care of! 


“Will you please show me the place where Pandit 
Vidyabhushan stays?” asked a man to a passerby in the 
busy street. 


“Well, I do not know where such a man lives.” said 
the passerby: “By the way who is he? I have not heard 
about him!” 


“He is a very learned man. He is known everywhere 
in this land,” Replied the person who was searching his 
house. 


Pandit Vidyabhushan who had gone out for some 
work was there on the spot overhearing the conversation, 
He stood there for a while looking at both of them. 


“Alright Sir, If you don’t know his residence will you 
be able to inform me where Shri Ramsevak lives?” Asked 
the stranger. 


“Oh yes!” said the passerby: “I certainly know his 
house. And my friend, who does not know Ramsevak and 
his address? He is God’s good man. Ever ready to help 
people of any cast, creed or religion!” By the way whom 
exactly do you want to meet? Ramesvak or the other 
gentleman?” 

“Ramsevak-!” said the stranger: “He advised me first 
to enquire about Panditji’s house, because he stays in the 
next building, He was sure that everyone would know the 
great leamed man more than himself!” 


The Pandit bowed down his head at the humility of 
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Think before you speak; and look before you leap. 


— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


Blurting out opinions or accusations seem to be second nature 
with human beings. We hardly wait to pause and ponder over an act, 
usually of another. 


The same thing goes for taking important steps — ofcourse, 
some are already thought of much before! 


The Captain had explained the position to his 
soldiers. All of them were standing at attention and ready 
to obey their leader's command instantaneously. 


“| want only ten jawans who are ready to sacrifice 
their lives. They should know that there is hundred 
percent no chance to survive!” said the captain to his 
company, somewhere on the Indian border. 


“| repeat no chance at all to survive...!!! They will 
have to march into the enemy dens straight away!” 


Then he added seriously = 


“Those who are prepared for certain death may 
march two steps forward,” 


And as soon as he finished his command, his 
orderly presented him a paper from his superior to read. 
It was ‘very urgent’. He read it thoroughly and signed 
The orderly took it and went away. 


The captain now looked up. 


The company was there at attention without anyone 
standing out of the line! 


“Why?” roared the captain: “Nobody is ready to 
sacrifice himself? Nobody at all....!! You cowards! You 
double crossing traitors...” 


That was too much to swallow. A soldier told him: 
“Pardon me, sir! The entire company had marched two 
steps forward. We are all ready to die!” 


> 


When you're feeling high and mighty 
And your ego is supreme 

When you feel like the king of Blighty 
And everybody's dream 


dust pause, and think this over 

You're not an irreplaceable bloke 
You're not as rare as a three-leaf clover 
You're less useful than a cloak. 


Take a bucket, fill it with water from the rains 
And dip your hands to the wrist 

Pull it out and the hole that remains 
Measures how much you'll be missed 


When you entered this world, you cry and you turn 
You stir up a messy score 

But when you go, will you be amazed to leam 
That the world’s quite the same as before? 


The Moral, it's quite so clear 
to do the best service you can 
ble and just wipe off a tear 
t think you're an indispensable man. 


“To love is human, itis also human to forgive” 


— PLATUS 


Love ig not just a feeling. It is much more than that, It is basic. It 
is instinctive, Intuitive! And hence revenge is explosive, destructive. 


But at the same time surprisingly, Love can forget and forgive 
anything—even the most heinous crime ever committed! 


‘The Mahabharata war was almost over! 


Yet, a few embers of ire were still glowing and 
burning in the thick darkness of a night at Kurukshetra. 


‘That day before retiring to bed Shri Krishna asked 
the five Pandavas and their five sons who were sleeping 
in two separate tents to exchange places. 


And Shri Krishna’s foresight was well rewarded, but 
not without a dark shadow of dire tragedy! Ashwatthama, 
Duryodhana’s friend, stole into the Pandava tent and 
slayed the sleeping sons thinking them to be their fathers. 


As soon as this heinous crime was known, 
Draupadi,the mother's anguish and anger were beyond 
control. 

Arjuna traced out Ashwatthama and brought him to 


Draupati. With eyes red with infinite grief she looked at 
him, For a split second a volcano erupted in her heart and 


fumed through her eyes. 

And suddenly she quietened down. Her eyes were 
moist with spent-out tears! She said to Arjuna, her beloved 
husband slowly: 

“Do not kill him, Aryaputra (Husband)! Let him go 
alive...” she had to pause a little to finish: “Lest... 
another Mother may be without a son!” 
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It is strange that cowards cannot see that their 
greatest safety lies in dauntless courage. 


Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom, 
Lead thou me on; 

The night is dark, and I am far from home, — LAXATER 
Lead thou me on. 


— CARDINAL NEWMAN There can't be any compromise when the freedom of a people is in 
peril: Win or vanish. 


One has to grow above the daily routine to achieve the ultimate The Queen of Jodhpur sent orders to close down all 


goal of life before it is too late. 


Once upon a time a leamed man was sitting in his 
verandah reading one of his books.He was reading it since 
noon when it was very bright. Slowly and slowly the sun 
was setting down in the west. After the sun-set within few 
minutes the day-light was replaced by evening shadows. 


‘The learned man sitting in his easy chair and reading 
his book was hardly aware that now his eyes had to strain 
more due to darkness. But he was unaware of insufficient 
day-light. He brought his book closer to his eyes. 
Automatically. 


Some more minutes passed away quietly. Then, his 
daughter came from outside and saw him still engrossed 
in reading his book. Hours before when she left the house 
at mid-day she had seen him almost in the same position 
busily reading the same book. 


“Baba, it is evening!” said the daughter, “Why have 
you still not lighted the lamp? Soon __it would be ab- 
solutely dark...” 


The daughter's suggestion jerked the old man to 
consciousness: 


“Yes, my daughter! Itis evening now. Evening of my 
Me, also! { must light the lamp. The lamp of knowledge 
and devotion, Gnana and Bhakti that lead one to God.” 


the gates of the mighty fort encircling the capital. She also 
alerted the same army protecting the fort not to allow 
anyone from outside in the city — not even the king of 
Jochpur — Raja Jashwant Singh Rathod. 


‘The Rani and her acivisers knew that the Raja had fled 
away from the battlefield as the Moghul army had proved 
too big for him and his army. His arrival with his battered 
soldiers was imminent. 


When he came and saw that the huge gates of the 
fort were closed, he tried to send a message to the 
Queen. His messenger was not allowed. 


Instead a special messenger was sent to the King. 
The messenger handed him over the letter wherein she 
had clearly mentioned: 


“Maharaj, you were the lord and master of myself 
and this land, But, not now! 


One who beats retreat in the battlefield has no place 
in Jodhpur. He just can't enter in the precincts of this city 
and its fort. 

1 don’t want to see the face of such a coward hus- 
band. He can come here as a victorious hero or a dead 
martyr.” 

Raja Jashwant Singh without uttering a single word 
left the place, organized a bigger army, fought the 
Moghuls and ultimately won the battle! 
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It is the surmounting of difficulties that make 
heroes. 
‘ — LOUIS COSSUTH 


4th JULY 


\-— Difficulties can never be overcome by the sad_and the depressed. 
Accept adversities with quiet fortitude! 


Poet Narmad, father of Modern Gujarati literature, 
was once very busy in his writing. At noon he felt very 
hungry and shouted for his cook-cum-clerk Narbheram. 


“Yes, Bhai (Brother)!" replied Narbheram. 


“Tm quite hungry now! What have you prepared 
today?” Narbheram merely looked down. 


“Why do you look down instead of looking up and 
answering me?” demanded the poet irritatingly. 


The poet never used to be angry with him like this, 
Hence immediately he said apologetically. 


“Sorry, Narbheram! As | was very hungry I lost my 
patience. Please tell me what's our lunch today.” 


“Bhail” said Narbheram in a choking voice: “There’s 
nothing in the house today to prepare for the lunch. Not a 
grain, Sir! We have got only a four anna coin (twenty five 


“Oh!” exclaimed the poet: “So, that’s that?” 


“Yes, Sir! That's our property, our wealth and our 
everything.” 

“Doesn't matter. Go to the bazaar and bring home 
whatever eatable that is available within that amount.” 


Narbheram brought some milk and ‘Pouha’ (Flatten- 
ed parched rice) for two annas each. 


“Don't be sad” said the poet: “That is also a new hue 
of life. Do not get depressed, embrace it with open arms 
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Pac 


and enjoy it!” 
sce 


aside for a goal is a sacred treasure from which nothing can be 
squandered away! 


yaw? 
[Po 
PRE. 
Duty is carrying on promptly and faithfully the NE 
affairs now before you. It is to fulfil the claims of 


today. — GOETHE 
To perform a duty well is to do it perfectly well in time. Time set 


To Gandhiji every moment was precious. It could not 
be wasted away under any pretext or circumstances. 
Every moment had to be spent in the cause of the nation 
— and for nothing else. 


Once Mahatma Gandhi came to know that Mahadev- 
bhai Desai — his most trusted and dearest secretary — 
was spending nearly an hour every day to study French, 
He was being taught by another Ashramite and follower 
Miranbahen, formerly a Miss Slade from Europe who was 
quite efficient in the language, 


“Mahadev, are you studying French, now-a-days?” 
asked Gandhiji 


“Yes, Bapu!” replied Mahadevbhai 


“When do you study? How much time do you spend 
after it daily?” 


“About an hour.” 

“And how long will it continue? Have you got some 
rough idea about it?” 

“About six months, Bapuji.” 

“That means, one hour a day for hundred and eighty 
days!” 

“It’s only an hour a day, Bapu! I will manage to get that 

much time. . .” 


“That would mean that you will steal that much time 
from the National work!” said the Mahatma painfully: 
“Have we not pledged every moment of our life to the na- 
tion? Other things, however good and desirable would be 
luxuries!..... 


‘And Mahadevbhai dropped his French studies. 
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Golden Volumes! Richest treasures, 
Objects of delicious pleasures! 


— ISAAC DISRAELI 


There is a woman at the beginning of all great 


things | 
— LAMARTINE 


There is nothing that can be more beautiful and pleasurable than. 


In India, Ma-Kali is worshipped as ‘shakti’ —- Power. Even Lord the company of a delightfully tluminating book. It reveals the 


Shiva, her consort, cannot move a leaf without her consent. A 


woman is, thus a source of Power and inspiration to all, 


An International Socialist Conference was held in 
1907 at Stuttgart City, Germany. Delegates and represen- 
tatives from many countries were participating in it in- 
cluding the famous revolutionary, Madam Bhikaji Cama. 


During one of the deliberations it was decided that ona 
particular day delegates should hoist his or her national flag 
at the venue of the conference 


India was not an independent country in those days 
Hence, India’s ‘official’ flag was Great Britain's Union 
Jack . 


Madam Cama just wouldn't hoist the Union Jack. 
She was on the horns of a dilemma, She would neither 
hoist the Union Jack nor lower India’s prestige and 
honour by not hoisting her flag at all! 


Then suddenly she got a flash — a rare feat of an im- 
aginative genius! She selected some of her coloured 
sarees, Thought about the composition of a great 
Nation’s flag ..... and lo and behold; there was the first in- 
camation — our National Tri-colour; The first strip was 
green, the middle one was yellow and third one was-red. 
In the middle strip she inserted: ‘Vande Mataram’, our 
national slogan 


Whenever we remember or salute our national flag 
we also remember and salute a great valiant lady with it! 


deepest recesses of the human mind gloriously. 


There 's a delightful story about Lincoln's love for 
books, In his younger days he loved books and whenever 
he got a chance he never missed reading them. 


Once he found a book in his neighbour's house and 
found it interesting. So he asked the permission of his 
neighbour to take tt home 


“How many days would you take to complete it, 
young man?” asked the neighbour. 


“About three to four days, sir!” replied Lincoln 
hopefully and asked, “I will, return the book as it is 
without fail.” 


He took it home and went on reading the book. He 


was deeply interested in it and even at night he used to 
read 


Once after reading the book at night he put it near 
the window and slept. When he woke up he saw to his 
horror that the book was completely drenched by heavy 
rain. 


Lincoln went to his neighbour and apologised and 
asked for its price. 


“Nothing!” said the neighbour. The only thing you 
have to do is to work in my field for three full days.” 


“Will it cover the cost of the book?” 
“Oh, yes! The book will be yours.” 
“Then I will work there most willingly and happily.” 


\ This was perhaps Lincoln's first book ever purchased 
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A preceptor anywhere has neither caste, nor 
creed, nor sex, nor age! 


— SWAMI KRUPALVANAND 


Learning is everybody's prerogative — just as teaching is! 


The only condition for both is, love for knowledge. To insert any 
other consideration is ignorance! 


It was a narrow lane! 


It was so narrow that people could pass through it 
only in single file. And this was the only lane through 
which you could reach the river for your daily bath. 


It was Brahma-Muhurta — early moming before 
sunrise — and Bhagwan Adi Shankaracharya was going 
to the river for bath with his disciples. 


The whole atmosphere was surcharged by the great 
Acharya's presence in the narrow lane and the surround- 
ing area. 


‘Shankaracharya was humming some Adwaita-sutra 
which was being transferred into words in a ‘shloka’ 


Then, somehow the first disciple at the head of the 
procession stopped. Subsequently, all of them halted. 


‘You....!" said the first disciple at the head: 
....Sweep the lane clean of your foot-prints, so that 
we... including Bhagwan Shankaracharya can go further 
for his bath at the river.” 


“Oh! Because we are Chandals, you order me to 
clean our foot-marks — isn’t it? But, you believer in 
Adwaita — non-duality — how can you differentiate 
between man and man?” 


Adi Shankaracharya having heard this bowed down 
to the Chandal and completed his stanza in his mind: 
“One who sees Adwaita in everyone, is my Guru — be 
he a Brahmin or a Chandala!” 
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The fruits of success could be enjoyed only in 
equal proportion to the unrelenting diligence 


that is exerted. 
— PROVERB 


Nothing is really achieved without work hard work. Like quick 
money, quick or accidental success is also quick to vanish 


Success begotten in such a fashion is hardly enjoyable. Only 
such success is enjoyable, the value of which is eamed! 


Imam Dhizali, a muslim Saint — was a very serious 
student of religious discourses and treatises. 


He used to burn the mid-night oil to learn all with 
honest diligence. His aim was not only to learn them but 
also to think about the deeper meaning of each treatise. 
Many a time he used to sleep while reading a religious 
book and pondering on one of its important passages. 


Once it so happened that saint Dhizali slept while 
pondering over a very significant discourse of a highly 
metaphysical nature, Dhizali was both tired and happy 
about his efforts to a certain extent. 


Then, lo and behold a Farista (An Angel) 
appeared before him in his dream 


“Look, God is very happy with your diligence in 
religious pursuits. So on his bidding I have come to bless 
you with all the knowledge of all the religious treatises.” 


“No, nol” protested the saint: “I don't want that, 
There is no achievement in knowledge gained in such a 
way. Only give me enough oil to burn my lamp and 


strength in my mind and body.” 
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Only to the weak and helpless is divine succour 
vouchsafed. 


— MAHATMA GANDHI 


The powerful and the rich seldom need God's help. The Lord in 
His infinite kindness does look after the poor and forlom. 


Once Lord Jesus Christ went tc the shore of Lake 
Galilee. Wherever and whenever he went to a town or 
village, simple-hearted persons used to gather around him 
and listen to his teachings with rapt attention. 


There also a crowd came to Him and he started 
teaching them in His incomparable way. After that as He 
walked along He saw a tax collector called Levi, the son 
of Alphaeus sitting in his office. 


“Follow me!” said the Lord to Levi. 
And Levi Alphaeus got up and went after him. 


Later on Lord Jesus was having his dinner at Levi's 
house. There were many ordinary folks, good as well as 
bad, Most of them were habitual criminals and outcasts 
of the town, Some of them followed Him to Lew’s 
residence and joined Him for dinner alongwith His chosen 
disciples, 


% ‘Some lawyers and Pharisees saw that Jesus was din- 
ing with these notorious outcasts and criminals.. 


“Why does he eat with such notorious ‘gentry’ 
alongwith his followers?” asked the lawyers and Pharisees 
to His disciples. 


The Lord overheard them and explained to His 
disciples: 


“People who are well do not need a doctor but only 
those who are sick. I have not come to call the respectable 
people, but the outcasts.” 
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A drama is the book of the people . 
— WILLMONT 


Art does not teach. It suggests. And men follow only suggest- 
ions and not teaching or preaching or advising. 


In other words men require precedents — living examples to 
follow! 


If we live a good life, perhaps our posterity might follow it. 


Since a fortnight a Sadhu Maharaj was serving the 
village-folks with his preachings and a generous 
sprinkling of various anecdotes from the ancient Indian 
scriptures like the ‘Puranas’ and the great epics of 
‘Ramayana’ and ‘Mahabharata’. 


Then, there came a touring Dramatic Company 
which camped itself on the outskirts of the village and 
with great fan-fare started its first show: ‘The Veracious 
King, Harishchandra’ — Satyavadi, Raja Harishchandra! 


Alll the tickets were sold out. The play had its several 
shows for about a week even with a repeat audience. 
Then, another show ‘Rama-Vanavas’, Rama's renuncia- 
tion of his kingdom to stay in the forest for fourteen years 
to honour his father’s vows, was performed 

All the stories, anecdotes and religious precepts that 
narrated to the masses by the Sadhu were enacted on the 
stage. 

When the Sadhu Maharaj enquired about the reason 


for the thorough absence of audience in his meetings, the 
Manager of the Dramatic Company told him 


“Pray, listen, Maharajaji! You talk the Truth, we live 
it — at least for the time being! We are the'scriptures, the 
books, which are enthusiastically read even by the un- 
lettered”. 


e Dies 


a 


True repentance also involves reform. 
— HOSEA BALLOU 


uz 
To repent for a misdeed is certaink |, but to ate 
ied apa barevcleny eal w amet bois alors alae 


On that day he had dropped, nay showered bombs. 
‘on enemy territories with pinpoint exactness from his 
super fighter bomber, He looked down for a flitting mo- 
ment. 


There was nothing but death and destruction all over 
on the enemy terroitories below because of his deadly 
bombardings. It was terrible. Ghastly. Inhuman, An un- 
pardonable crime against humanity and God! There was a 
twist in his heart and a lump in his dry throat. . . His eyes 
were moistened, Now he dared not think about the 
amount of misery he must have caused to human beings. 


This was not the first time he had bombarded the 
enemies, In fact he was an ace-pilot in these types of air- 
raids. He — Captain Cheshire was also a trainer- 
instructor to the new recruits in the airforce during the 
second world war. 


fre eas But all his expertise was aimed at inhuman 
destruction!’ He thought continuously that day after his 
bombing destruction! Then he straightaway went to his 
superiors and resigned. It was impossible for him to carry 
on with his ‘mission.’ 


After that he sold all his properties and opened up an 
orphanage for children orphaned during the war. The idea 


caught fire and in a few years there was a chain of 
“Cheshire homes’ for orphans all over the world. 


13th JULY a 


. .. Genius must be born, and never can 
be taught. _— DRYDEN 


Genius is imaginative diligence with extreme devotion to duty. 
‘One should be crazy about the whole idea, then, it would open up on 
its own! 
He was going round an important irrigation project 
on one of the islands of Philippines. The island was Min- 
danao and irrigation was very necessary for the well- 
being of its people. 


The project was delayed as some of the 
machinery from abroad had not yet arrived, especially 
the pumps 

“What about the pumps?" He was wortied about 
them. 


“They have not arrived here, Mr. President, Sir?” 
‘The in-charge official replied to Mr. Ramon Magsaysay 
— the President of the Philippines and the men who 
were inspecting the project. 


“But, we have not to worry about the pumps as one 
of our engineers had purchased some old U.S, diesel 
trucks at throw away prices and made the big barrels as 
workable ‘pumps’! We are quite happy with the results, 
sir!” 

Mr. Magsaysay summoned him at once and asked 
him seriously: 

“Are you the person responsible for these pumps?” 

“Ab ... yes ... yes, Sir?” replied the engineer a bit 
frightened. 

“Then .....” ordered the President: “Raise your right 
hand!” 

The poor man did likewise, exasparated. 

“Now ..... Repeat! Repeat the oath of office after 


me, young mant 1... Mr... 
. Mr......"" followed the engineer 


The President made him repeat the oath for the 
coveted office of Under-Secretary of the Ministry of Public 
Works ! 


14th JULY 


Victory belongs to the most persevering 
— NAPOLEON 


+" Those who have a habit of persevering, never like to be obliged 
by others. Working for their own bread is a vital part of their lives. 


Besides, it blocks the individual progress of a person. To live 
under somebody else's patronage is cancerous. It kills the living spirit 
— slowly but surely! 


Madam Curie with her husband Monsieur Pierre 
Curie had discovered Poloniurn and Radium. It was one 
of the greatest discoveries in the world of science, which 
had immense capabilities to be beneficial in various ways 
to human beings. Both of them, Madam and Monsieur 
Curie, together were awarded the coveted Nobel Prize 
for Science. 


Once, in 1906 Pierre Curie while crossing the road. 
not very far away from his house, was run-over by a 
carriage and two. 


It was a terrific blow to science, and the loss to the 
“> happy family of the Curies can only be imagined! Madam 
Curie had lost a partner in life and work 


The French Government offered Madam Curie a 
good pension — which the lady politely declined saying: 


“Lam still young enough to work and support my 
two daughters” 


And she did perform a great deal of good work! She 
won the Nobel Prize in 1911 for her learned and most 
valuable treatise on ‘Radio Activity’. Even her daughter 
Irene Curie followed her parents in winning the Nobel 
Prize for science jointly with her husband. 


15th JULY 


= 


The quality of mercy is not strain’d 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven--,.- 


— SHAKESPEARE 


Like love, sympathy is a basic quality of heart. It restricts you 
from harming anyone alive — even insects. 


A big black Bee sneaked into Albert Schweitzer’s um- 
brella through its hole, Noel Guilespy, the great Nobel 
Laureate's constant companion and aide, immediately hit 
it with his stick, The wasp dropped down half un- 
conscious to the ground. He was about to crush it with his 
heavy boots, 

Both Schweitzer and Guilespy at that time were hav- 
ing a sojourn in thick African Jungles and were moving 
around for their mission of service to the ignorant, sick 
and suffering natives of the dark continent. Schweitzer 
was having his umbrella opened and Guilespy was walk- 
ing with him a step aside and suddenly he had seen that 
wasp darting through the hole of the umbrella. 

When he was about to crush it, Schweitzer looked at 
him and stopped: “Guilespy. . . - 

Guilespy stopped himself instantly where he was. His 
leg zooming over the struggling panting wasp. He asked: 


“What's it, Sir?” 
“I think you have forgotten an important thing?” 
“Well, I do not know! Please, tell me about it.” 


“Listen!” said Schweitzer; “We are quests in this coun- 
try and this black bee is its citizen. It is our host and in- 
stead of honouring the host you are about to kill it. Is it 
good, my dear friend, to kill a host 2" 


Guilespy let the wasp go alive. 


A great example of self-respect and perseverance! 
[as pee 


AG — 16th JULY 17th JULY yee 


Zz \-~ Handsome is that handsome does . 
\-~" They eat your service like apples, and leave you — PROVERB 
out. But love them, and they feel you, and 
delight in you all the time. “Beauty is but skin-deep”, is perhaps one of the wisest and the 
— EMERSON truest sayings of all in the world. A misplaced patch or a damaged 
limb, can ruin it. 


{tis not enough just to serve people physically, one has to put his Nobility is beauty indestructible! 


heart, mind and body in it 


Maharaja Ranjit Singh, the lion of Punjab, was a great 
The Guru was tired and thoroughly exhausted. He warrior and statesman. He was a hero of many a battle as 

was respected by one and all — men and women, young well as war in our country 

and old, sick and healthy, the good and bad! Every one 

asked him innumerable questions ranging from Atma and 

Parmatma to the ghastly living conditions of poor!! 


He had reconquered many lost territories and 
extended his rule to other areas. He was brave, popular 
and judicious in the eyes of his subjects. He had gathered 


However, his morning and evening discourses were around him a clever band of officers, advisers and 
carried on unperturbed as ever. He hardly found time for commanders. 
his own reading and thinking! Only his love towards human 
beings and ee Nacktn hatin od anl fis Goch) RESCH He was very busy with his day-to-day state affairs 
Meee HORT ancien eedsrea Whenever he used to be free he had to go around his vast 
territories. When he ascended his throne in Punjab, 
But once the tired and worn-out body from sheer ex Ranjit Singh was conscious of the growing power of the 
haustion felt giddy and almost fainted for a moment British. So brave and politically foresighted as he was, 
meg orice 4 tae : , within few years he brought all the small princes of 
De help ad wedi ea oa Punjab under his banner and established the powerful 
: ig eran Ae j Sikh. kingdom, This was Maharaja Ranjit Singh of Punjab 
anymore, It must take some rest. Otherwise it would 
F — very brave and very wise! Once when he was sitting 
collapse and won't be able to carry out its humane ac- wath this fevourth More, sis a ly: 
tivities. So, do not allow anyone to meet me atleast for NS pe ee eee 
one day,” “Maharaj, when God was distributing beauty where 
The devotee was following the instruction very ee ee 
meticulously. But within hours the guru came out and told “My dear, at that time, I was worshipping the Gods 
him: of valour and diligence to bestow on me enough strength 
« ; , in my arms to fulfil my ambition and dreams of a powerful 
‘No, brother! | was wrong, | am more restless! It E: ae ja Ranjit Singh 1, 


seems that for me, serving humanity is the only real rest!!" 


at 18th JULY 
SS ee 


Our country is the common parent of all. 
— CICERO 


My couniry is the greatest and the best! Nothing shall imperil its 
independence. We are all its children. We shan't see our parents 
enslaved! No. Never! 


It was the second world war! 


The undaunted victory-march of the German Army 
found its formidable foe in Soviet Russia's Red Army. For 
the first time the German army had to take a halt. For the 
first time its proud generals started getting confused with 
their army’s dismal reports 


But the war between the two went on. Thousands of 
young soldiers on both the sides were slaughtered, 
wounded and captured, Both the sides had to manage 

| quite a large number of prisoners of war! For them large 
— very large — P.O.W. Camps had to be organised by 
both the sides. 


And the German prisoners of war camps were a 
terror to every soldier fighting against Germany. They 
were very cruelly treated and tortured, Many more died 
with malnutrition and starvation, 


One day the Nazi Fuherer Hitler sent a written 
message to Joseph Stalin — the Russian dictator — that 
he would be pleased to release his son in lieu of a large 
number of Nazi soldiers 


Replied Stalin: 


“No. It won't be possible. Alll the soldiers of the great 
Red Army are the sons of Russia. In fact all our soldiers 
are my sons. I don’t want my son to be free while his 
other comrades rot in your concentration camps!” 


19th JULY 


ZR. 


Plough deep while the sluggards sleep. 
— BENJAMIN FRANKLIN: 


Only the early bird catches the worm — goes the adage! If one is 
alert it is easy for him to grab the opportunity. 


‘The loud-speaker was loud enough but its voice was 
drowned by a large number of people — men and wornen 
— who had gathered themselves in the big waiting room 
outside the cluster of small cabins and a huge hall where 
about a hundred office assistants were pounding off 
their typewriting machines. 

All of them had come for an interview for the post of 
a Junior officer in the well-reputed business establish- 
ment. They had been waiting there for a long time and yet 
nobody had been called inside for the interview. Then 
they went on talking with each other and in no time the 
hall was filled with their babbling uproar. 


Out of this babbling crowd there was one serious 
locking young man sitting away from it in a comer seat. 


Then all of a sudden he got up and went inside the 
huge office-hall and disappeared in the maze of small and 
big cabins. 


After about a quarter of an hour he came out smiling 
and very happy and started going to the waiting room. On 
enquiry by someone from the crowd he said: 


“When all of you were busy talking | heard on the 
loudspeaker that whoever hears me may come inside and 
see me to get his appointment!” 


20th JULY 


\-—~ Gratitude is heart's memory. 
— FRENCH PROVERB 


If doing good to someone is noble, to acknowledge and be 
grateful for it is nobler still! Indeed, a benevolent act is deeply record- 
ed in their hearts. 


“Come here, young man!” said Heliburton to a young 
man who looked very much depressed and suicidal. “It 
seems that you are very much distressed,” 


“Yes, Sir! It is so. I don't see my way out from my 
troubles.” 


“Don't worry, my friend!” said Heliburton: “Here's my 
card. Come tomorrow in my office and all your troubles 
would be over.” 


The young man went home pleased with new hopes 
of survival. The emotional peak to commit suicide was 
‘overcome, He was saved from himself by Heliburton’s 
kind and encouraging words. 


After sornetime, he read in a newspaper that the 
famous Heliburton's company was in the grip of a finan- 
cial crisis and on the verge of bankruptcy. A great philan- 
thropist was thoroughly ruined. 


Immediately, the young man found out that old 
visiting card and went to Heliburton's office. 


“Listen, my friend! I cannot help you now. [have 
nothing to spare for you,” said Heliburton to the young 
man remembering the previous incident. 

“Sir, | have not come to ask from you but to fulfil my 
debt to you, You had saved my life! Here is a blank che- 
que. Write any amount you want. 


21st JULY 


Heliburton wrote Forty thousand dollars and the 
young man signed it. He was none other than Chesterfield, 
the great philanthropist. 


Tia) ad leon ta So AS 


Giving is bliss, accepting is duty. 
— ANON 


Sometimes it requires courage to accept a Dana-a gift. It entails 
more responsibilities and much more diligence. 


He sees the Sadhu going from door to door, asking 
for Bhiksha (alms), He calls an attendant immediately to 
bring a letter, pen and ink. He writes something on it, 
folds it and climbing down the stairs of his high and 
mighty palace approaches the Sadhu and drops the 
folded letter in his Jholi (cloth bag). 


The Sadhu takes out the letter and asks : 
“What is it, son?” 


“Nothing, Maharaj! 1 have donated in writing 
whatever | could.” 


The Sadhu opens the letter and reads that he has 
donated to him his entire empire. The Sadhu laughed 
and said lovingly: 


“What will | do with it?” 


“Anything you like, Gurudev!” said the king, “Now 
it's all yours.” 


“Alright”, said the Sadhu and added: “Well, it is 
mine, alright! But to govern my kingdom is your 
responsibility. And yes, the representative has to be very 
careful about his lord's wealth and achievements. They 
should not only be preserved but also increased.” 


“Yes, indeed!” said the young king: “But what is the 
proof that it is your kingdom and | am only the admini- 
strator?” 


The Sadhu gave him his red-ochre coloured jholi to 
make the Raj-dhwaj. It is difficult to decide who is the 
greater of the two! 


The king was Shivaji Maharaj and the Sadhu was 
Swami Ramdas Samarth. 


- 
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E< 22nd JULY 23rd JULY 
a 


‘ 8. S 
i= 
fs Life — wordly and domestic 
When moral courage feels that it is in the right, 


i is the hardest, the greatest and the best! 
there is no personal daring of which it is in- 
capable. 


— LEIGH HUNT Grihasthashram is the best, even better than the Sanyasashram 


where everything wordly is renunciated. Grihasthashram has uni- 
versal love for its ideal and individual love and sacrifice are its 


The courage to face one and all, demands Herculean strength of 


conviction and an unfathomable faith. 


A big crowd of religious fanatics attacked Mother 
Teresa's ‘Nirmal Hridey’ — the home for the sick and dy- 
ing. They stoned the doors and windows of ‘Nirmal 
Hriday’ and shouted hatred towards her and the inmates 
of the home. 


Mother Teresa came out and told them: 


“| very well understand the cause of your ire. | am the 
centre and aim of your attack on this institution. You 
don't like a woman of another religion to serve the sick. 
the helpless and the dying. So kill me but don't disturb 
those who are incurably sick and dying inside this 
“Home”. 


The crowd stopped shouting, They were stunned at 
the courage of this lady. Their sticks and stones and other 
murderous weapons froze in their hands. They did not 
know what to do. 


“If it is a crime to serve the sick, I have committed 
that crime. [am the culprit! You can punish me to death. 
But do not disturb the hapless and helpless people. Let 
them die peacefully.” 

Saying this she stepped a little forward and said once 
again, “kill me!” 

The crowd then quietly tuned away and dispersed 
peacefully, After few days some of them came to the 
saintly lady and begged her to forgive them. 


foundation! 


“Namaste, Shethji!” Maharshi Narad went to a small 
village-grocer whom Bhagwan Vishnu described as the 
greatest devotee. 


“Pranam, Maharshi!” said the grocer: “What can | 
do for you, Prabhu?” 


“[ wanted to know how much time you devote for 
prayers?” 

“Maharaj!” said the grocer: “I am not lucky enodgh 
to spend much time after prayer. I pray only in the early 
hours of the morning, say for about ten ghadi-s 
(moments) !" 


After that Narad went to Shri Vishnu and told him 
about the grocer’s ways of prayer....and said he was not 
impressed! 

Then Shri Vishnu told him to take a watki full of ti-oil 
and make a pradakshina of the earth without spilling out a 
drop of oil. When Narad returned Shri Vishnu asked 
him: 


“How many times have you remembered me?” 


“Oh, Prabhu! How can I remember you when I have 
to pay full attention to the watki full of oil to the brim! You 
have ordered me to see that not e drop should spill out..” 


“Exactly! The ‘Samsara’ is much worse than that!! 


And to spare ten moments for Me... 


‘| have understood, Prabhu! Samsar is the 


Ea 24th JULY 
eee 


Do thy duty which lies nearest thee, which thou 
knowest to be a duty. 


— CARLYLE | 


Duty is an obligation that we owe both to man and God, which 
should be paid in time at all costs: 


Dr. Bracket, the philanthropic doctor, was discuss- 
ing his marriage ceremony which was to take place next 
day with his fiancee Elvira Cromwell. At that time a 
negress knocked at the door and entered the room. Dr. 
Bracket noticed that her face was besmeared with tears 


and deep anxiety. 
“Tell me sister, what can I do for you? Why do you 
look so unhappy 


“Sir, larn sorry to disturb you at this hour of night but 
my son is very sick since last three or four days. He has 
high fever and coughs constantly. Would you kindly come 
with me to my house to see him?” 

“Yes, why not?” answered the good doctor preparing 
his medicine chest: “It is my duty!” 


His fiancee Elvira didn't like this and said: 


“Don't you think you shouldn't go now? I will feel so 
lonely!” 


“Sorry, I can't help it!” said Dr. Bracket: “To save a 
patient's life is my first and foremost duty. First my patient 
and then my marriage:” 


if it is so I won't be able to marry you.” 


“As you wish! But I am going to see this child just 
now. To me a patient is my God, and I won't betray my 
God for my marriage!” 


25th JULY DAY 
ZAR 


ti es 


Mercy is for all animals — meek, mute and 
mighty. 


— SUGGESTED 


Little acts of kindness will grow into great strides of merciful 
movements benefiting the Universe. 


“Where is your dog, Roger?” asked the priest to the 
shephered; “It's not seen now-a-days.” 


“It is badly injured, father!" replied Roger sadly, “The 
street urchins have stoned him so mercilessly that he has 
been terribly wounded. The poor thing is so much in pain, 
that you can't look at him. His whole leg is swollen and it 
is constantly trembling.” 


“Oh, God!” exclaimed a small girl who was accompa: 
nying the priest: “How bad!” 

“What are you going to do with him now?” enquired 
the priest: “How are you going to lessen his pain! Is there 
any cure at all?” 

“None, Father! There is no way, but strangle him to 
death!” replied Roger painfully 

“Please, find out some way to cure him!” said the 
young girl: “Killing is not the way to cure!” 

“You have only to see to believe what terrible torture 


he ts undergoing! A hundred deaths are better than that 
torture.” 


“Come,” said the girl, “I am accompanying you to 
your home.” 


After reaching his home, she lightly and lovingly 
caressed his injured leg and then continuously fermented 
it for the whole day. Late at night the dog was cured. 


This incident touched her heart so much that she 
took a vow to serve all human beings in future. 


Her name was Florence Nightingale 


"een 
OSEAN 26th JULY 


Truth has a bitter beginning but sweeter end, 
— SUGGESTED 


fein the simplest and the hardest thing in this world to know 
and understand is Truth. Truth is not confined only to speaking, it is 


extended and expanded into thinking, believing and behaving also! 
And that makes it the hardest thing ever in this world! 


“Drink this, my son!” said the Guru, giving a cupful of 
juice of some rate medicinal herbs and shrubs: “Drink it 
and tell me about it.” 


The disciple tried to gulp down all the juice but 


suddenly stopped drinking it further. He went outside to 
spit it out. 


“It is very bitter. I couldn't swallow even a drop of it.” 


‘The second one tried with the same result, Said he: 
“[ can't imagine anything can be more bitter than this.” 


The third and the last disciple said after drinking it: 


“It was wonderful. After all iit was our Guruji’s 
Prasad. It is bound to be very good and useful.” 


“Yes, son! It has rare medicinal qualities also. But 
that is besides the point. The real intention behind giving 
the juice was to test your forbearance, obedience and 
above all to suggest that Truth as well as knowledge is 
always bitter in the beginning and sweeter at the end!” 

The disciples were hearing him with rapt attention. It 
was their first day at the Guru's Ashram, The Guru had 
given them their first lesson about the nature of Truth 


27th JULY 


Do not rule by hand, but by head and heart, 


— PROVERB (CHINESE) 


Repression will provoke rejection and rebellion, People can be 
won only by Friendship, Compassion, Forbearance and Love. 


Such rules prevail! 


“Maharajadhiraj, the territory under my jurisdiction 
has progressed very well!” said one of the Governors of 
Samrat Ashok’s vast empire; “We have been able to crush 
small skirmishes on the border, By Your Majesty's grace, 
we had good crops and our provincial treasury is full due 
to various taxes and levies. None is excused from it on 
any grounds whatsoever.” 


It was Emperor Ashok’s birthday celebrations, and 
the provincial governors were asked to remain present to 
give their account regarding their provinces 


The administered province and its administrator was 
tobe honoured and suitably awarded 


One by one the governors submitted their reports 
before the Raj-darbar. Almost everyone had to say the 
same things as the first governor said. 


Only one governor had to say a different story: 


“Pardon me, Maharaj! I have nothing to offer to the 
royal treasury. Neither any glorious achievements. | had 
to build more roads, dig more wells and construct free 
dispensaries. The rains were not kind to us, so land tax or 
other usual levies are not collected, On the contrary I had 
to distribute free foodgrains and clothes to the 
needy...” 


“You my friend, have served our subjects welll You 
are the best administrator...” said the great emperor, 
pleased! 


~~ 
SA 28th JULY 


Work is worship. 
— PROVERB 


Worship is unmistakably connected with duty — in simple words, 
cour daily work and mission of life. If one fails to do it, his worship 
goes unobserved! 


The young man entered the laboratory and saw him 
stooping over the big broad table. The great man was 
praying! — he thought. And he tiptoed away, very 
carefully so that the great man may not be disturbed in his 
pensive moments. 


“Who's that?” he asked a little loudly looking up from 
the laboratory table. 


“Itis [Sil said the young man to Pierre Curie, 
his professor and one of the greatest scientists in the 
world. 


“Why did you go away stealthily?” asked the pro- 
fessor: “I heard your faint footsteps.” 


“| thought that you were praying, Sir!” 


“I was leaning over the microscope to observe an in- 
teresting phenomenon on the plate. . .” said Prof, Pierrie 
Curie who along with his wife Marie Curie — a great 
scientist in her own right — did yeoman's service to 
humanity through science 


*...but, my boy!” continued the professor: “You 
were right. Alll science research and studies is a prayer. It’s 
a prayer to God to reveal His eternal secrets for the 
benefit of mankind!” 


“Yes, Sir! You are right” said the student. 


“But the prayer must be sincere in the form of a con- 
tinuous and tireless pursuit of our aim, Only then He may 
reveal a part of Himself, His plans .. . His truths! Yes, 
son, our work is our prayer — humble, sincere and 


honest!” 


29th JULY > 


Utter 


Empty vessels make the most noise. 
— PROVERB 


The more you talk about yourself, the less it is believed by others. 
es of the weak and the boastful rebound at them bons 


The city of Lyons, France, was giving a good deal of 
trouble to the wardens of the second French Republic, 


At last it fell upon General Castellane to subdue the 
hostile crowds. Among them was a barber who was much 
of a bother to the General. He was a rumour-monger, a 
die-hard opportunist,a cheat and a liar. He used to boast 
about his'courage and bravery, to one and all. More than 
once he had openly shown his disgust towards General 
Castallane. 


“If | get a chance | will finish the arrogant General!” he 
used to boast with an air of a bome rebel; “I just can't 
tolerate him.” bed 


Fed up with all this,once the General went straight to 
his shop, entered all alone and asked to be shaved. 


The barber was shocked to see him and shaved him 
very meekly with a shaky hand, The General paid for the 
shave and said in an authoritative tone: 


“Monsieur! 1 gave you a chance to finish me right 
now. But, you failed to take the advantage of it -to cut my 
throat ...” 


“Oh, no sir!” The barber tried to protest. 


“As you had no courage to carry out your threat, it 
would be wiser on your part to keep your mouth shut 
henceforward!” 


aA 30th JULY 
a 


A child’s characteristics are known from its 
cradle. 


— PROVERB 


Some aptitudes are inborn! Some likes and dislikes are inbom! 
When this aptitude grows into a great fruitful tree the world benefits 
immensely. 


‘The young boy of about five years was standing in 
the wings when his mother’s voice cracked and-went into 
a whisper. The audience laughed and hooted her. 


The boy did not know what was going on, He saw 
with horror that she ran into the wings, crying, 


He wanted to run to her, but stood where she has 
asked him to at every night-show — spellbound at her 
grace, cance and singing! He knew all that so well that he 
mimicked before her colleagues. 


“C’mon my boy)” said the manager: “Come to the 
stage. Give a fine mimicry of your mother before the au- 
dience. O.K.?” 


“Yes, I'll do,” said the young child, Charles or Charlie 
Chaplin boldly: “And | will do it fine!” and added: “Don't 
be afraid!” 

The manager stared at the child for a while, laughed 
and disappeared in the wings. Little did he know that he 
was the first person to laugh by a funny remark of the 
greatest ever comedian of the world. 


And little Charlie's mimicry was a rage with the au- 
dience which laughed and roared and showered money on 
him, 

“C'mon, Mama darling! Let’s go home,” said the child 
clinging to her: “From now on I will sing and dance and 
bring lots and lots of money... ..!” 


31st JULY YD 


Pain and Pleasure, like light and darkness, 
succeed each other. 
— LAURENCE STERNE 


Happiness and miseries are the common occurrences in this 
world. Riches and poverty are not constant — they have got their rise 
and fall. 


(GF you secept happiness, unhappiness should be xocepted with 
equal grace on our part!) 


Lukman, the slave, ran to the vegetable market to get 
some fresh and lush green cucumbers, He hurriedly rush- 
ed back and handed them over to his master. 


“Oh.....!" “grumbled the master the moment he 
took a biteof the cucumber: “It’s very bitter.” 


“Forgive me, my master!” said Lukman remorsefully. 


“You eat it completely”. 


— And he ate the bitter cucumber, as if it was as 
sweet as honey. 


His master was shocked and surprised. sj 


“Oh, Lukman! How could you? How could you 
devour that horrid cucumber which was so bitter as 
poison! I'm surprised.” 


“What Is there to be surprised, master! .....1 
thought my master has always given me the sweetest of 
sweet things many a time! And when only once if he 
gives me a bitter thing to eat, should I be justified in hating 
it?” said Lukman: “I should also enjoy its bitterness.” 


The master paused for some time — ‘What a great 
ideal!’ He thought: ‘Its like God’s grace and His wrath. He 
gives us innumerable gifts in many ways; and yet only 
‘once if He gives us some pain, we become unhappy and 
lose our faith in Him. Hence, we must accept miseries 
also in good faith and cheer!’ 


The master, then, gratefully freed Lukman who later 


on became a great Muslim Saint! 


TI not look back for that is useless effort, 
Tcannot live one moment of yesterday again, 
If | have wasted time and talents given 

If [have caused someone | love deep pain 

I cannot change the words or acts by grieving 
But I'can make today a shining light, 
Yesterday's page with all mistakes 


Tl turn away from 
‘and find before me a clean one 


on which to write. 
Ill pray for strength to make today's page spottess 
that tomorrow Ill have no regret, 
and may God grant that all tomorrows 
My talents will be used for good not one mispent. 


AUGUST DS) ig 
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“You grieve for whom one should not!” said 
the Lord to Arjuna: “And yet you talk like an 
intelligent man; but, the wise never grieves 
either for the dead or the living!” 

— GITA 


Here is an illuminating incident from the life of a man who has 
written one of the greatest commentaries on the Bhagavad Gita! 


In 1902 Pune city in Maharashtra was ravaged by 
plague. Hundreds upon hundreds were dead and dying 
and the epidemic was getting more and more severe day 
by day. Every family was tragically affected by the deadly 
disease 


Lokmanya Bal Gangadhar Tilak’s family was also a 
victim to it. He had lost his young son Vishwanath and 
his nephew in two weeks, Besides his sister's young son 
also died during the same period by the same disease. 


The family was badly shaken and so was Tilak. But 
he was much above the ordinary people. He was a 
Sparam-gnani’—a great learned man, a philosopher who 
could see through the various incidents and happenings in 
this world, 


A close family friend came to visit the bereaved 
family, He met Tilak Maharaj. 


“Itis very bad. To lose three young college-going boys 
ata time is simply terrible,” said the friend: “But ultimately 


it's God's will that prevails.” 


“Yes, indeed!” answered Tilak; and added with a 
philosopher's calm: “It is like ‘holt fire where every farnily 
contributes its share of cow-dung cakes (‘Chhanu). Here 
also we had to do the same thing” 


2nd AUGUST 


AGS 


To love truth for truth’s sake is the principal part 
of human perfection in this world and the seed- 


plot of all other virtues 
— LOCKS 


‘Thinking, speaking and acting truth is dangerous in ascending 
order. Beware! 


Jehangir Petit was the owner of a cotton spinning mill 
and also the wellknown newspaper ‘Indian Daily Mail’ 
The editor of the newspaper was Shri C.'. Chintamani. 


Chintamani was a free and fearless editor with rare 
foresight in contemporary political and social events. He 
used to give good coverage and due importance to cur. 
rent topics of social, religious and cultural events. In 
politics he had his views which he was frankly expressing 
in his ‘Daily’. His opinions and comments were always 
balanced. He would not budge from his considered 
judgement given on any subject by any pressure what- 
soever. 


Once there was a big labour strike in which Mr, Petit’s 
mill workers too were participating. The atmosphere was 
very tense, The ‘Daily Mail’ had also something definite to 
say about the ‘hartal” 


Shri Chintamani as an editor declared that the cause 
cof the mill workers was right and justice was on their side, 
not on the side of the mill owners! 


Mr. Petit was furious about it and summoned him to 
his cabin and scolded him: 


“How dare you write like this? Have you forgotten 
that you are in my service?” 


Mr. Chintamani without replying tendered his 
resignation there and then and left. 


Pt J 
3rd AUGUST DEY. 


Do your duty and leave the rest to the Gods. 
— LE VIEL HORACE 


Everyone is expected to do one’s duty_And yet, it is rarely 
red lo, although it does bear good fruit! ~) 


Brahms, the great music-maker was visiting 
Hungary with his famous friend and colleague, violinist 
Joachim. They were having a concert-tour in that coun- 
try and were feeling very happy and enthusiastic about it. 


They were looking forward to a rewarding series of 
concert programmes. But to their dismay there was only 
‘one person who had come to attend the programme. 


Joachim in a depressed mood suggested: 
“Let us cancel the show, I say! = 


“Why?” said Brahms; “The gentleman must have 
come all the way from his place to hear us. No, Joe my 
dear! It can't be done, We must be faithful to our profes- 
sion and art. And above all to our own selves.” 


Joachim nodded and went away 


Within moments they started playing to their one- 
man-audience whatever number he suggested for the full 
two or three hours of the show! 


Practically under the same circumstances, the late 
Vishnu Digambar Pandit, the great protagonist of Indian 
classical music who popularised it amongst the masses, 
delighted his one-man-audience in a small township-hall 
where his entire entourage was camping for a classical 


music programme. He had also to advise his chief assis- 
tants to carry on with the programme. 


The fee was Four Annas (25 paise) for a full three 
hours entertainment. 


4th AUGUST 


eS ~~ 
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Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself. 
— BIBLE 


‘Padosi-Dharme’, Duty towards the neighbour, should be one of 
the first requisites of any cultured society in the world. 

‘A neighbour is the first relation’ is the most truthful and practical 
saying in the world! 


“Come out, old man!" ordered the Sardar of the 
Moghul Army: “Show us a rich gram field. Hurry up! 
Our horses are hungry.” 


It happened a few centuries ago when Akbar's son, 
Prince Salim attacked Mewar. The frightened farmer came 
‘out of his hut and led the Sardar and his principal aides to 
the fields. 


“Show me the best, old one!” said the Sardar 
threateningly: 


“Do you understand me, old fool? Otherwise, | 
would loot your hut and burn it,"* 


“Yes, Sardar! | understand it well,” saying that he 
went on further. 


“Halt!” shouted the captain: “These are good fields. 
Very lush. Lead the horses there!" 


“Not here, sir!” said the old man: “There are two 
better fields where plenty of good quality grams have 
grown,” and added proudly with a tinge of goodness in his 
tone: “You will have to see to believe, my friend: every 
gram is as big as a lustrous pearl.” 


“Acha! Acha!” said the Sardar, “Move fast. 
And really, when they reached the fields all the 


Moghul military personnel who came to inspect them 
were overjoyed. 


“You are a shrewd fellow! Whose fields are these? 
Your enemies? and the previous ones?” 


“They were of my neighbour! This is mine.” said the 
L old man: “How can I betray my neighbour? One has a duty 


towards his neighbour.” 


~ 


ee 


God pardons like a mother, who kisses the 
offence into everlasting forgetfulness. 


— HENRY WARD BEECHER 


(Onty God and Saints can forgive the faltering human race, 
becaiise they have always loved it.) 


He was an incorrigible drunkard. He was living in the 
most notorious locality of London, where all sorts of 


rogues, cheats and criminals were thronging day and night. 


Charles Andrews, later on ‘Dinbandhu’ Andrews in 
India, had decided to serve this locality with all his sinceri- 
ty and devotion after his college education was over. 


“Look here, friend, please don't drink!”said Andrews 
to a die-hard drunkard, 


“Why?” mocked the drunkard. 


“Please stop it completely,” said the young man: “It is 
bad for you.” Then he would pray: “Oh, Lord Christ, 
forgive this man and bless him.” 


That was Charles Andrew’s usual practice — first to 
try to persuade him from drinking and then to pray for 
him. 

One day the drunkard got wild at this good man and 
told him: “You are an absolute fool! How can you ever 
think that He will forgive mel” Then added angrily: 
“Whatever it is, I have no trust in Him.” 


“My friend, my brother!” said Andrews with infinite 
compassion: “Whether you have faith in Lord Christ or 
not, He has full faith in you! A day will come when you 
will certainly leave wine.” 

“He has faith in me . . . . .?” said the drunkard witha 
choked remorseful voice: “Sure” 


“Yes, | vouchsafe ..... 
Xe And the drunkard left drinking since that day. 


Nay. 
D~ 
5th AUGUST ARE 
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A virtuous woman is a crown to her husband. 


— PROVERB 


A woman is seldom weak. In times of crisis she is even stronger 
than man! 


In the beginning of the First World War, some na- 
tionalist Indians, residing in other countries, assembled in 
Manila to raise an armed revolution to free India from the 
British domination, 


‘They also resolved that whoever craved for India’s in- 
dependence should submit his name to the Secretary, 
Manila conference. This was publicly announced and 
there were many young men ready to join the party. 


Mansimha, a young enthusiast, was all for the revolu- 
tion to free India and promptly got his name registered in 
the proposed party. Within a few days the party started 
functioning. A list was prepared and handed over to pro- 
per persons. Young Mansimha’s name was already 
displayed in the prominent member's list. 


The day, date and time were fixed. 


And at the last moment somehow or the other Man- 
simha refused to sail for India, He was persuaded by his 
wife,as well as friends, but he was adamant in his deci- 
sion, He wouldn't even go to the docks to see others off, 
Gulab, his wife, was the sorriest figure in the whole 
crowd, 


Then suddenly she took a decision and said: 


“Friends, you know by now that my husband Man- 
simha has suddenly developed cold feet and is not going 
to India. But, if he doesn't go I will go. | will shed my blood 
and sacrifice my life for my country .. 


7th AUGUST Bo 


He who loses courage loses all. 
— CERVANTES 


Great deeds are done with courage and confidence in one’s own- 
self, Their noble examples have inspired posterity in missions, big or 
small, = 


The world-renowned explorer to the South Pole, Cap- 
tain Scott, died in a devastating blizzard in the polar 
region. Later on his body was found along with his diaries, 
papers and some letters. One of them was a letter ad- 
dressed to his friend Sir James Barry, the famous British 
author. 


‘The letter described the terrible hazard of his mission, 
the soul-freezing cold and the all-round worsening condi- 
tions in the polar region. But there was a spirited note at 
the end depicting their high and gay morale. At the end of 
the unfinished letter Capt. Scott had managed to write 


in big capital letters ..... ‘COURAGE’ 
Sir James preserved this letter very carefully in a 
beautiful casket. 


Soon after getting the letter, the famous author could 
not write with his right hand which developed the ‘writer's 
cramp’. He was very depressed and life had become a bor- 
ing burden to him. 


In such a mood suddenly he thought of his gallant 
friend Capt, Scott and his letter. He took out the letter 
and read it again and again — especially the final word 
“COURAGE ’ scrawled in big, wide characters. 


“When Scott could think and write about Courage 
with so much determination before death, why should I 
not try to write with my left hand?” — thought Sir James. 


And he did succeed in his new venture! 


SA 10th AUGUST 
<= 


There are eternal principles which admit of no 
compromise, and one must be prepared to lay 
down one's life in the practice of these, 


— GANDHI 


By compromising principles, we compromise the very existence 
not only of an individual but a system of life. 


“Welcome, comrade!” The barber happily told Lenin, 
the Supreme leader of the Soviet Russia. 


“Welcome! Welcome!” said the other clients, who 
were waiting for their tun, warmly, 


To them comrade Lenin was the living conscience of 
the people of New Russia — Russia after the world- 
renowned October revolution. Lenin thanked them and 
returned their compliments with equal warmth and affec- 
tion, 


All of them waived their turns for him so that he 
could have his hair-cut first and save his time. 


“No, comrade, No!” he denied politely but firmly to 
each of them: ‘I will wait till I get my own tum.” 


Then he took up a newspaper to occupy himself till 
he would get his turn, 


“Please, come here, comrade!” said the barber 
himself: “You must be given preference because you have 
to perform many responsible tasks. Your time is very 
valuable.” 


“No, my comrade!” insisted Lenin: “In our society 
nobody's work is less important than the other's — 
whether he Is a worker, a teacher, an engineer or a party- 
secretary! That should be our principle, our discipline and 
duty. Nobody is higher or lower than the other! .. . And I 
certainly won't set an example against this great prin- 
ciple!” 


ee eee 


11th AUGUST I, 
S——_ 


Ah, how good it feels! 
The hand of an old friend. 


— LONGFELLOW 


Cviendship is the most superb gift to a human being It is an affec- 
tion without expectation, where sacrifice is just natural! 


“Who. .... did it?” roared the class-master: “Who 
broke the mirror?” 


None stirred in the classroom. The master thunder- 
ed: “Who-is-the-culprit? Tell me, or else. 


A serious looking boy, Beck, stood up and 
confessed the crime and was mercilessly caned by the 
master, The entire class was terrified and stunned, so was 
Nicholas — the real culprit — who was Beck’s bosom 
friend. 


He sobbed over Beck's shoulder and promised him 
to be better in future. Nicholas was true to his word and 
became a respected judge and also Oliver Cromwell's 
trusted friend. Beck was in the good books of the king. 


But soon the events moved fast in England: and in 
the Civil War the Royalists were defeated, Now the two 
friends met again after forty years in strange circumstan- 
ces when Nicholas as a judge of Cromwell's Government 
sentenced Beck tg death for being an active Royalist. But 
after’ delivering the judgement Nicholas galloped post- 
haste to far-off London, persuaded his friend Cromwell 
and got Beck absolved from the capital punishment. 


When he met Beck with the release order, both 
embraced each other very warmly and kept on shaking 
hands for a long time in sheer joy and a sense of fulfil— 
ment 


| eee 


AGE ___12th AUGUST 


To be conscious that you are ignorant is a great 
step to knowledge 


— DISRAELI 


Only those who are not learned, or not learned enough — in 
the true sense of the term — are the people who condemn know- 
ledge. 


They condemn it because they have not tasted the honey of 
Vidya — Knowledge, learning — at all! 


According to the cityrulers of Athens, there used to 
take place a talentcompetition, arnong the young men, 
every year. 


Socrates was the first person to register his name for 
that purpose. On the appointed day he used to get up 
earlier than his usual time. Then he would wash up his 
face and get prepared for the test by mentally discussing 
so many problems with their various pros-and-cons etc. 


Alllthese he would do because he knew that seven of 
the most talented, experienced, and well-iead old men 
were judges since last several years. 

Whenever they interviewed him, they asked their first 
question: 

“Have you got talent? Have you got knowledge of 
life?” 

“Yes, Gentlemen!” Socrates used to reply. 


But, without asking him any other thing they used to 
send him away! 


And, the day he could not attend that test-meeting 
and declared in a letter, that he did not know anything, 
on that day, they adjudged him the Best Student, 


13th AUGUST 


ON eae Ce Te 


Goodwill towards all beings is the true religion. Se 
— BUDDHA 


To think and act kindly towards every living creature is the 
highe8t form of Godliness. And that which is Godliness is the greatest 
religion. ) 

(You can't think about God unless you think of shea) 


‘I am pleased with you, Ramanuja!” said the guru: 
“Today | give you a ‘mantra’ which will give you immense 
delight and happiness.” 


Ramanuja fell at the feet of his Guru, tears streaming 
down his face. 


“But remember, son!” said the Guru: “This is 
‘Kalyana-mantra’, Ultimately it will lead you to Moksha, to 
the state of infinite bliss and freedom from all the worldly 
worries, worries of life and death!” 


Ramanuja had no words to thank his guru. 


“And remember, son, you are not to tell it to anyone! 
Do you understand? Keep it a secret to yourself only!", 
said the Guru, 

The pupil's joy was beyond expression. His entire be- 
ing was surcharged with inexplicable delight nitherto quite 
unknown to him. He wanted to tell it to somebody, nay to 
the whole of the world, 


He went to the temple, climbed to the top, called the 
people and recited that ‘moksha-mantra’, so that everyone 
in the world could be happy. 

Then the Guru, cursed him to hell for breaking his 
vow. 

“won't mind it, Gurudey, if the peaple become hap: 
py!” 

Pleased by this benevolent spirit, the Guru forgave 
and blessed him, In later life he became the great Rama- 
nujacharya revered by the whole of India. 


* 15th AUGUST RES 


SON 14th AUGUST ZE 
(if aS +b ‘Vande Mataram!’ Hail the Mother, 


My Motherland! 
I bow to thee for ever! 

— BANKIMCHANDRA CHATTOPADHYAYA 
India fought and won freedom with ‘Vande-Mataram’ as her 


national song. Not only that, it was our ‘war-cry’ for our freedom 
struggle — violent or non-violent! 


We do pray for mercy . . . and that same prayer 
doth teach us all to render deeds of mercy. 
— SHAKESPEARE 


(We beg for God's mercy, unmindful of other miseries. You owe in 


turn, kindness to others. ‘) We won freedom on 15th August, 1947 Almost 


four decades ago,Rabindranath Tagore had written a 


“Maharshiji, | am terribly confused!” said the young 
lady, bowing down low to Shri Raman Maharshi — the 
great saint in South India. 


“What is it, child?” asked the Maharshi. 


“Baba, I have' taken a vow to offer a lakh of ‘Bili- 
Patras’ (leaves of Bili-tree) to your portrait by way of 
‘obeisance to you" said the lady: “I worship you as God 
and have decided to fulfil my vow in three months,” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Raman Maharshi painfully: “But, my 
child, | am not God.” 

“Babal” said the lady: “It's a question of my faith. My 
real problem is that there are no ‘Bili-Patra:s’ available 
where I stay. I have already offered fifty thousand Patra-s 
but now-a-days as it is surnmer the Bili trees are bereft of 
their leaves,” 


“What can I do in this matter? I can't grow leaves on 
the trees by magic" said the Maharshi. 


“No, Baba! | don't want you to perform any miracle. 
Just give me another alternative to fulfil my vow.” 


“Yes, there is a way out. Pinch your body fifty thou- 
sand times in lieu of the ‘Bili-patras’.” 

“But that will be very painful Baba!” 

“Exactly! The trees would also feel the same. Don't be 
cruel tothem — and cruelty is sin! Do not practise it under 
any pretext.” 


poem which depicted the complete freedom that India 
should have. It was the freedom of his dreams, the ideal 
freedom that our nation, or for that matter any other 
nation in the world, should have! 


A truer picture of real freedom has never been 
penned before or after by anyone in such a short and 
lovely lyric, in such a telling way! 


It is a poet's—a great poet's —manifesto of ideal 
freedom. Freedom that can be rightly termed as the 
Where the mind is without fear and the head is held 
high; 
“Where knowledge is free; 


Where the world has not been broken up into 
fragments by narrow domestic walls; 


Where the words come out from the depths of truth; 


Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards 
perfection; 


Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way 
into the dreary desert sand of dead habit; 


Where mind is led forward by thee into ever- 
widening thought and action — 


Into that haven of freedom, my father, let my 
country awake! 


— RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


— 


+ Indenendence Dav 


I reciprocate in full measure the way in which my 
devotees love and worship me. 
— BHAGAVAD GITA 


dust as human love, Prem:Bhakti expects complete surrender 
and unflinching devotion, The Lord reciprocates in equal measure. 


*Please inform my Lord that Radha has come from 
Gokul” said the Gopi — Shri Krishna’s childhood mate to 
the security guards of the King's palace at Dwarka. 

As soon as He was informed,he rushed barefoot to 
the gates of the palace and brought her lovingly inside. 
Lord Krishna's favourite Queens received her with false 
courtesies and led her to their Antahpur — exclusive con- 
claves. 

There they pampered her with honeyed words of 
welcome and offered her hot boiling milk. 

“Drink it, dear lady! In the name of the Lord, drink it! 
Our Lord always takes milk with your name on his 
lips...” 

Radha drank it and she gave a shrill cry: “Oh, run to 
my Kahanudal. . . His feet must have been scalded! Oh, 
what have all of you done. . . ..!" 

She rushed to Him and sobbed her heart out over 
Shri Krishna's blistered feet. The aghast queens were hor- 
rilied to sce their Lord's scalded feet. 

>. A How has it happened, Maharaj?” asked 
one of them with tearful eyes. 

“| don't know! Ask Radha. . 

“It is because his lotus-feet are always there in my 


heart,” said Radha, her tears bathing her childhood lover's 
feet. 


After a while she lifted up her beautiful face and look- 
ed at Him. 

“Don't worry, my lovel” consoled the Lord: “your 
a tears,your divine love have cured my buming feet.” 


ECan 16th AUGUST 
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17th AUGUST 


‘Atithi Devo Bhava’ — Let the guest be God! 
— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


To receive a guest whole-heartedly with love and honour is 
Indian culture. ‘Atithi is he whose ‘Tithi’ (date) is unfixed! 


Even the poorest treats him as God. 


In a nearby village from Hastinapur there lived a poor 
Brahmin having a smal! family — his wife, son and son’s 
wife — with a meagre income, 


To supplement his income he used to collect barley 
grains from fields which were left over by the farmers after 
harvesting. Since last so many years there was no rain in 
the area and there was a very severe famine, 


The Brahmin family was terribly hit. They could 
hardly eat twice a day. Once, late in the night when they 
were about to eat their meagre rationed meal a hungry 
mendicant came there and each one of them had to serve 
with his or her portion to satisfy his need. 


After his departure when everybody slept, a 
mongoose came into the verandah, where the mendicant 
had taken his dinner and wallowed over some of its-left- 
overs, And, lo and behold, half of the skin of the 
mongoose turned into gold, The thali and watki in which 
the mendicant ate also became diamond studded gold 
utensils. 


In fact it was Vidhata, Goddess of fortune, who 
came as a mendicant and blessed the poor large-hearted 
family. 

A few days after at Indraprastha when ‘Rajsuya-yajna’ 
was performed and celebrated, the mongoose went there 
and feasted upon Dharmaraja’s left-over meals — but 
nothing happened! 


) a Sr ee Fa 
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18th AUGUST 


“This could but have happened once, 
And we missed it, Lost it for ever! 


— ROBERT BROWNING 


There is a moment for which we strive for the whole of life, 


sometimes it does come to us. 


Don’t miss it. It might never come again my 


Since long it was his daily routine, He used to sit on 
the river-bank at a particular spot where the Yogi threw 
away the ‘paras-mani’ which by a mere touch had turned 
his iron-key into gold — almost a year ago. 


Since then he was searching that ‘paras- 
mani’ ..... that pebble-like stone — from morning to 
‘evening, Even the Yogi assured him before leaving the 
village that he would get it. 


“You will certainly get it. But, be careful. Do not 
lose it... you won't have it again!” 


And with infinite patience he continued the search: 
Pick up a pebble... touch it to the iron. ...look for gold. 
if nothing happens throw the pebble in the river! He 
repeated it again and again and again......for innumerable 
times for whole of the day. Pick....touch....look... throw! 
Pick,..touch....look....throw... pick. ..touch....look.... 
throw....!! 


The whole thing became mechanical, so much so 
that he didn't know what he was doing! 


‘Once when he looked carefully at the small piece of 
fron-bar that he had.,..he saw to his horror that it had 
turned into gold.....when, by which pebble, he did not 
know...He must have already thrown away the ‘paras- 
mani in the river! 


19th AUGUST me 
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Serve the Lord coming in the shape of the 
lunatic, the leper and the sinner. 


— SWAMI VIVEKANAND: 


IU aries pats vas baka th and the = 
ng. Serve God by serving them. SS sae ea = 


“You are a hoax! You cheat people! You say that you 
have seen God and you converse with Him daily for three 
hours and so many other things. You are a hypocrite and 
we won't allow your hypocrisy to fool the simple villagers 
here.” said the antagonists of Raman Maharshi, the great 
saint in South India, 


Raman Maharshi didn’t utter a word. So his an- 
coe became more angry and one of them shouted to 
“Remember, we will expose you thoroughly. You 
show us your God. Otherwise we will send you to Him.” 


Maharshi Raman was a picture of calm and quiet! 
Then he said with a smile slowly: 
“Come tomorrow morning. Ill show you God.” 


Next morning he took them through the thick forest 
to an old hut. The Maharshi went in and asked them to 
follow and stand aside quietly in a comer, The Maharshi 
went to the opposite dark corner, where on a rickety cota 
couple suffering from leprosy were lying helplessly. 
Maharshiji washed and bandaged the wounds, sponged 
them and massaged them. After that he dressed them. All 
these duties took not less than three hours. At the end, 
the Maharshi told his antagonists. 


“They are my God.” 
They bowed down and apologized. 


es ee 


20th AUGUST 


21st AUGUST 


\~ "Plan your work and work your plan. 
— ANON 


Time is infinite — without beginning or end. To divide it into 
past, present and future is like slashing running water into different 
compartments. 

It is both foolish and futile. 

And yet, we have to plan out the allotted time for our short span 
of lifel! 


He was anew sanyasil 


He had renounced the world because he was tired of 
its monotony! The same routine — to get up early, to be 
ready for the office, to catch the bus — to run afiter it. To 
wait for the local train. To travel in the beastly congested 
and crowded train. 


During the office-hours, the same files, the same 
type of decision-making .... pleasure and pain, hot and 
cold, happiness and misery.... the same cycles... all are 
nothing but routine..... routine,.,,, routine... just routine!!! 


And here also on the banks of the holy Ganga in the 
ashram of Swami Shantanandji there is this bondage of 
time — like that of the ‘samsara’ which had been 
renounced by him 

With great hesitation he put this thought before the 
Swamiji. He sat before him politely with deep curiosity to 
know in this respect the difference between ‘samsara’ and 
‘sanyasall 

“Punctuality is equally important in both, my son!” 
said Shantanandji: “In ‘samsara’ the planning is for a few 
years — Here itis for this life and perhaps some more!” 

“So, .my friend! Planning and Punctuality are 

required at both the places.” 


Do not hanker for what is not 
Be happy with what you've got! 


— ANON 


(When in misery look up to those who are more miserable, You 
will thank your stars that you are in a better position. ) 


Shaikh Sadi, Iran’s great philosopher was once going 
to Masjid for Namaj. He was a very poor man, and with 
great difficulty drudging his time. He thought’ that Allah 
was not very kind to him, or say, totally unkind to him. 


He went on musing while slowly approaching the 
Masjid . 


“Now, look at me! I can't even walk with shoes on, 
even in this hot afteroon, God is the very incamation of 
kindness, and yet I wonder why He has no pity on met | 
am, | think, a good follower of the basic principles of our 
religion and humanity but what is the use?” 


He further said to himself — a little louder this time: 


“Anyway, | will do my duty. | would always keep my 
faith in Khuda‘! Ill do my own duty. The rest is left to Him 
and His will.” 


‘Suddenly he saw a man finding it very difficult to walk 
on the road, He noticed that he was lame! 


Shaikh Sadi then raised his hands and said in 
prayers. 


“O Khuda, you are very kind; in giving me both the 
legs you have given me all. | thank you again and again.” 


I tte ao es 
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Kindness gives birth to kindness. 
— SOPHOCLES 


Just as virtues affect our inner and outer being, so do vices. Like 
Love, qualities of civilities, goodness and kindness are as much im- 
itative as they are instinctive. Kindness, indeed is contagious! 


“Be careful, brother! Collect all the foodgrains in my 
scarf,” said Mahatma Jyotiba Phule to the beggar who was 
frantically trying to collect the spilled-out corn and grains 
from his tattered and torn piece of old cloth. 


The beggar gratefully grabbed the scarf (‘Khes) and 
gathered all the scattered com from the dusty road. 


“God bless you, kind Sir! May God grant you all your 
wishes, all your desires ...” said the beggar to the 
gentleman from the bottom of his heart. 


“It is alright. Thank the person who has given you 
this much of food grains!” said Shri Jyotiba Phule who 
was reveredly addressed by one and all as Mahatma 
Phule. 


“Yes, Sit! How can | help but thank the goodlady who 
has given so much of alms today! Rarely | have seen such 
a kind-hearted lady. May God bless her with all the happi- 
ness in this world,” said the beggar with grateful tears in 
his eyes. Then he added pointing to a small house: “There 
she stays, Maharaj!” 

Mahatma Phule thanked the Almighty profusely — for 
it was his own house and the kind lady was his wife who 
was his friend and mentor in everything he liked and dic! 


_28n1 AUGUST 


To be always grand and happy, cultivate with 
patience the habit of forgiving other's transgres- 
sions. 


— TIRUVALLUVAR 


Much of the mental agony is averted by forgiveness. Our general 
attitude gets broadened and more humane — consequently peace 
and happiness are round the comer. 


Dr, Rajendra Prasad was elected the President of the 
Constituent Assembly in 1946. It worked for two years, 
eleven months and eighteen days. 


In\guch an august assembly some of the best brains 
—leaders, lawyers and social workers — were participating. 
During its nearly three-year tenure it was possible that 
there arose some difference of opinions among the 
members, These differences were generally solved by 
meticulous discussions and dialogues. 


But, once it so happened that an important and 
close colleague had said something derogatory about Dr. 
Rajendra Prasad — which hurt him most. A difference of 
opinion is not only natural but in certain circumstances 
also welcome; but to pass unhealthy remarks are just in- 
tolerable. 


Dr. Prasad went to Gandhiji in this regard and placed 
his resignation before him and asked his advice 


“I think under the circumstances any person with self- 
respect will do the same as you are about to do,” said the 
Mahatma: “But, there is one more thing | have to put 
before you. .... 1 


“What is it, Bapu?” 


“..... L wish Babuji, that among my colleagues 
there is atleast one who can swallow the cup of poison as 
Lord Shiva did for the good of humanity!” 


Dr. Rajendra Prasad grasped the suggestion and tore 
off his resignation. 


a 24th AUGUST 
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Sacrifice is the first element of Religion, 
— JAMES FRODUE 
Th to God is Love! 
i aa a Honour and shame from no condition rise; 
It is the first requisite in any religion, anywhere! Act well your part, and there the honour lies! 
All religions have basically accepted that humanity is their — POPE 
foundation. And humanity is synonymous with LOVE — universal 
Love 
Pomp and pageantry are only momentary affairs of outward glory. 
All of them were produced before the Khalifa, They They immediately die out as soon as the dazzling lights are switched 
were bound hand and feet like common criminals. They off. The steady brightness shines from within. 
were a bunch of saintly people who believed in upiversal 
Loverwath'God at the cents, The entire union cabinet, and other dignitaries of the 
But the Mullahs of those days were against their capital were waiting at the airport for a very very impor- 
beliefs and behaviour. They professed and propagated tant person. The guest was Ho-Chi-Minh,the President of 
LOVE. They loved Allah as lovers, like the Prem-bhaktas North Vietnarn. 
Lt anes : 
love: Sha rishrin ns hie Goply belowect Within minutes the Presidential plane touched the air- 
Ultimately, they were, by the Mullah's manoeuver port. A very simple man dressed in ordinary apparel 
ings, ordered to be beheaded one after another — there emerged from it. He had worn an ordinary coat and 
and then, trousers with chappals on his feet. Some of the dignitaries 
hi receive were hock: 
One of them was asked to step forward for the a on beatincen oe. Cote: 
purpose. He knelt and bowed his head for the executor’s [Pape eo ra acy a e 
‘sword, Then suddenly another hopped forward in his Bhavan-a6 thea honoured aieet of the’ Nation oe 
place. Then the third in two hops knelt before the execu - 
Hone Next day a motorcade reached the Rashtrapati 
gt Pi Bhavan to bring Ho-ChiMinh to Pandit Nehru's 
i aoe el iate any value for your life?” asked the residence, but to their surprise they were told that he 
ahfa surprised. had already gone to meet Panditji on foot without waiting 
“[ have, sire!” answered one of the sufi-s: “But that’s for the motorcade. On enquiry the North Vietnamese 
exactly the reason why I took his place. Let my friend live President said’ with a smile: 
a moment or two longer than me. “Why should I wait for a mot 2 Panditj’s 
“Sacrifice is love, oh Khalifa!” explained another residence is not at all far away. In our country people are 
“Let Allah's blessings be showered on you, these Mullahs used to walking more than four times this much distance 
and everybody in this world.” wii any hesitation! And I have not ceased to be an or- 
di ” 
‘The Khalifa bowed down to them and exonerated ry city Pecan tig reeicent of try esckiy 
them with honour. 


ee ee Swen eee 


Man is nearest to God when he does good to 
others. 


— VIVEKANAND 


To serve the sick is the noblest duty one can perform in 
world — the highest manifestation of humanity. 


“Master, I think | am not going to last long now,” said 
Arbino to Michaelangelo, the great artist. 


Arbino had become an old man, For the last twenty- 
six years he was serving the great artist. 


“No, Arbino! You are going to live longer still. Yours 
is an old age weakness. If you won't work and rest a little 
for some days you will come to your own again,” said the 
master to his servant lovingly. 


“But, how far are you going to serve me day and 
night!” said Arbino gratefully with tears in his eyes: “How 
would [ be able to repay your kindness?” 


“By resting and becoming fit once again,” replied the 
Master feelingly. 


Arbino remained sick for several weeks and became 
more and more sick. Now there was little hope for him to 
survive this sickness. Michaelangelo was very sad and 
unhappy for Arbino’s sickness, He was very upset, so 
much so that he had to express his feelings through his 
art. He started painting Arbino’s last days. 


He showed him there on his death-bed. Very weak 
Eyes half closed. Nearby he showed himself, beside Arbino, 
serving him. 

The world, thus, got another masterpiece! 


at 26th AUGUST 
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A prayer in its simplest definition, is merely a 
wish turned heavenward. 


— PHILIP BROOKS 


G prayer said with sincerity of heart, mind and soul never goes 
unrewWarded, It's immediate prize is the strength of character and faith 
in onselt and one’s God! 


The young patient was wheeled away in the stretcher 
to the operation theatre, 


Everything was kept ready in the theatre. The lights 
were on. The nurses were ready with the different in- 
struments for operation. The assistant doctors had come. 


The surgeon entered and went to the young man ly- 
ing on the stretcher. He bent over him a little and told him 
kindly. 


“My young friend, shortly we will operate you. You 
know that your disease is rather serious. But today’s time- 
ly operation will save your life, | am sure!” 


“Thank you, doctor! said the patient. “You are very 
kind, I know I am safe in your hands.” 


“You are son, you are! With the help of God nothing 
will go wrong with you.” said the doctor: “But, Iam afraid 
we'll have to operate your tongue, And you won't be able 
to speak after the operation. So you may speak whatever 
you want to, now...” 


The patient turned ashen pale for a while. Then he 
collected himself, closed his eyes for a couple of minutes 
and opened ther again. 


Then he looked around and said with a voice loud 
enough to be heard by himself: 


“Hail, the almighty God!” 
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_ 
String of love draws nearer, eae 


Rope of fear drives away! 
A really great man is known by three signs — 


— FOLKLORE generosity, humanity and moderation. 
— BISMARCK 
Love is the strongest tie ever! It is tie without fear. It is bondage 
with Freedom, Itis love where service is a pleasure, not slavery! Only a great man can understand the greatness of others, And 
that is why his appreciation is most generous, most humane and most 
genuine! 
“Lead the horse to that stable and bring it back!” — 
ee ie judge to one of the two persons who were “The fighter-bomber was flying, 13,000 feet above the 
RS earth. Suddenly it was noticed that there was a fire in the 
After that he ordered the other person who was a starboard engine, It was a very dangerous situation and 
lame one, to do the same. He also did accordingly. Then anything could happen within minutes or even seconds. 
the judge declared: But to extinguish this fire was not an easy job. As 
“The horse belongs to the person who is not lame!” such an emergency in an aircraft by itself is full of 
3 : dangers. In this bomber aircraft, known as Willington 
4 ' 
Bey Malalayi Re punave gona, wien ety tnetanas Bomber, to reach the starboard engine, where the 


protest: “I took pity on this man who appeared to be very fire was noticed, one had to climb out onto the wing to ex: 
tired and requested me to let him ride on my horse. But, finguish the tee hare 
when we reached here, he suddenly started claiming it.” : 
Sergeant Pilot James Allen Ward had to do just that 


“No, Sir!” The man who was not lame replied: "M1 
, ie — climbing of the flying bomber at top-speed high-up 
answer to this man’s claim is exactly opposite in every ateyes 
y z above 13,000 feet. After having accomplished his job he 
detail, But what | am interested to know is how could you 
rive at the conclusion that the horse really belongs to had to return along the wing side to the cabin, which he 
arrive at the conclusion that the v as did, secured only by a rope around his waist. 


me?” 
He was awarded the Victoria Cross — the highest 
military honour in Great Britain — in 1941 for this feat. 


Winstor Churchill, Britain's wartime Prime Minister 
invited him to his office. The man was completely nervous 
when he faced the formidable Prime Minister. 


Then he removed his make-up and revealing himself 


said, “lam the king.” 


Everybody was flabbergasted and bowed-down to 
him. The judge told him that with the lame man the horse 
had to be forcibly taken to the stable and back; while with 


the king it was the other way round. Love was evident. “Do you feel nervous in my presence?” asked Chur- 
“Hence I concluded that the horse belonged to you chill, 
and not him!” “Yes, Sir!” 


“Then imagine how much more | must be feeling in 
yours,” said the great man. 
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Thave taught them the goodness of knowledge, 
They have taught me the goodness of God! Personal liberty is the paramount essential to 
— CHARLES DICKINSON human dignity and human happiness. 


— BULWER LYTTON 
Truly speaking it is the students who are the teachers of their 

preceptors, For them he has to be a better human being. 

Serving is slaving! The Higher the post the worse it is — as one is 

“Why do you look in his book?” asked the teacher in directly exposed to the chief. 


alittle stem tone to the boy who was trying to look in his 


neighbour's text-book. 
“Sir, the King wants to meet you! Please, come im- 


‘The teacher had asked all the pupils to read the ately” oe a 

mediately” said the King’s attendant to the great 
lesson carefully — He was pleased to find that all the boys philosopher Demosthenes: “I have also brought a chariot 
were deeply engrossed in reading, to the Roval palace. Hurry up, Sir, the 


But, suddenly he saw this boy had not brought his 


book to He Sah ane es straining his neck to read the “But, who is the king? What's his name and why does 
lessons from another's book. he want me to meet him?” asked Demosthenes, 
“Say, why have you not brought the book?” The “He wants to offer 7 
5 you the post of the Raj-Guru as the 
teacher's voice was definitely harsh. post is vacant due to the demise of the present one. Sir, 
The boy stood-up automatically — trembling; and you are very lucky!” 
said with shaky voice: “But, I don't want that post.” The royal attendant re- 


quested him once again but Demosthenes declined it 


‘The attendant related the whole incident to the King. 
‘The King, then, appointed another learned man in the va- 
cant post. 


“Sir... Sir... we... could not purchase it.” 


“What did you say?” asked the teacher in a very low 
and remorseful tone: “Please, repeat it my boy. . .!” 


“We... my father... cannot books... .!” 
fay paces The new Raj-Guru came to Demosthene’s house. It 


He gulped down his tears. At night he could not was a poor man's house. The Raj-Guru saw him cleaning 
sleep, Next day he gave him enough money to purchase his vessels. 
all his books. 

“Had you not rejected the Raj-Guru post, you would 

“But, Sir!” said the boy with tear-choked voice: “You not have come to this sorry pass!” said the new Raj-Guru 
are my teacher — not my parent!” arrogantly. “Your clothes wouldn't have been so dirty!” 

“Beta, a true teacher is his student's parent also. I “But my mouth is not as dirty as yours!” said the great 
have learnt a new lesson from you, son!” said the teacher. philosopher. “It has been made dirty by your constant flat- 


tery to the King.” 


The teacher was Gijubhai Badheka —a great teacher 
and pioneer of child-education in Gujarat. 


and listen to others, even the dull and 

ignorant; They too have their story. 

Be yourself. Especially, do not feign 
affection 

Neither be cynical about love; 
for in the face of all aridity and 
disenchantment it is perennial as the 
grass, 

Take kindly the counsel of the years, 
Gracefully surrendering the thinkings 
of youth. 

Nurture strength of spirit to shield you 
in sudden misfortune, 


But do not distress yourself with 
imaginings. 

Many fears are born of fatigue and 
loneliness, 

You are a child of the Universe, 
no less than the trees and the stars ;= 

You have a right to be here. 


And whether or not it is clear to you, 
"no doubt the Universe is unfolding 
1 


y 
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Poverty is desire, satisfaction is wealth. 
— MAHABHARATA 


Greed is as deep as the bottomless sea. It cannot be satiated. 
The more you get, the more you want — like a beggar who demands 
more and more whatever you give! 


Swami Anandswarup was deep in meditation in the 
morning when a rich man approached him and waited for 
him to come out of his ‘Samadhi’. 


After sometime, the Swami opened his eyes and ask- 
ed him: 


“What can I do for you, my friend?” 


“Nothing, Swamiji! | have come to give youa present 
which you can use for the good of the society.” 


“How much have you brought?” asked Swamiji. 


“One thousand gold mohors.” Then added: “I'll be 
grateful to you if you will please accept it. I had decided to 
donate this amount for some socio+eligious cause.” 


The Swami didnt say anything for sometime, He 
closed his eyes and said after sometime: 


“No, pardon me, I can’t accept it.” 
“Why, Gurudey? Why not?” 


“Because | don’t accept anything from the poor 
people.” 


“But, Swamijil” said the rich man: *,... by God's 
grace | am not poor. I have a good deal of amount with me.” 


*You might have it, But don't you crave for more 
wealth still?” asked the Swami. 


“Yes, Swamiji, I do have that craving.” 


“That's why you are poor!” said the Swami: “One 
whose craving is not dead is always poor — rather a 


ee beggar!” 
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Labour! all labour is noble and holy! 
Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God 


— FRANCES OSGOOD 


No honest work what-so-ever can be called as below one’s 


dignity! 


On the banks of the river Narmada at a holy place a 
new temple was being constructed by a very influential 
and rich committee. 


Marbles of highest quality were being bought from 
far off places famous for this special quality stone 
Hundreds of labourers were working day and night on 
the site 


Slowly but surely, the temple was coming up 
magnificently. Now people from other walks of life also 
started taking an interest and went there. 


Once a social worker selected a group of three 
labourers who were breaking hard marble-stones to 
required size and asked them one by one : 


“What are you doing, my man?” 


“Don't you see what I am doing? | am breaking my 
fate to pieces!" he replied in tired tones. 


“And what are you up to, young man?” asked the 
social worker in a soothing manner to another labourer. 


“Who, I? | am trying to meet both ends frantically. 
But, you see for yourself! How much can a man break 
these hard stones ina day?” 


And a third man replied to the same query : 


“Am | not fortunate to lend my little bit in building 
this holy abode of God? With my bare hands I am doing 
Ae 


A man’s true wealth is the good he does in this 
world. 


— MOHAMMAD 


Worldly wealth remains here. Only noble deeds come along to 
protect you from heavenly wrath. 


“A hundred salutes to you, O mighty Khalifa!” said 
the Muslim saint, Hatam Hasan to the power crazy, cruel 
and lusty ruler of Baghdad: “Salute to the great Khalifa, 


the renouncer of infinite happiness.” 


“Why, O Saint? Why do you laugh at me like this? 
How can | be called a renouncer? 


“You are almost a Fakir! ..... And [am not joking!” 


“Then please tell me, how? Please, give me the 
reasons .....” 


“Achha. Listen quietly. Both God Almighty and the 
Prophet have admonished us innumerable times stating 
that this earihly wealth and luxuries are just nothing 
before those of the heavens.” 


“Yes, it has been told by God Almighty and the Pro- 
phet.” 


‘That exactly is the reason why I call you the 
greatest renouncer in this world.” 


“Oh, saint, you go on confusing me more and 
more!” 


“No, Not at all,” continued the Saint: “For the sake of 
this paltry earthly power and wealth, you leave the 
boundless happiness of the heavens.” 


“Oh, is that so?” 


“Yes, While I've renounced the earthly comforts, 
powers and luxuries for the great and glorious bounties of 
the heavens, you just don't care at all for that heavenly 
bliss! You are wonderful, O Khalifa, A real Fakir.” 


The message reached straight to the Khalifa's heart. 


KXESS 4th SEPTEMBER 


Physician, heal thyself! 
— BIBLE 


Those who do not trust themselves distrust others. The worst of 
them act upon other's advice and ruin all concerned. 


‘An up-and-coming young physician, with the pro- 
spects of a very bright future, had fallen in love with a 
charming young lady. 


They were steady with each other for a long time 
and moved around the city very well. The young lady 
was serving in a big commercial corporation and was 
holding a high position. So was the case with the young 
doctor! A few months later he was to appear for his post 
graduate specialisation, hence he was busy with his 
studies, his hospital duties and other necessary domestic 
odds and ends, 


When his post-graduate specialisation had been 
completed, the doctor started his own consultation rooms 
and soon became quite a rage in his profession; he could 
now hardly get any time to meet his beloved, so, especial- 
ly at the insistence on her part, both decided to marry. 


In the meantime, on the advice of one of his friends, a 
detective agent was engaged to report on her character 
and other details — even though he loved her and moved 
with her. 


Within a few days the agent gave him a report: 


“The person concerned (the lady) is of good moral 
character but since long she is moving with a doctor of 
unscrupulous character!” 


* 5th SEPTEMBER 
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The greatness of a man is measured by the 
magnanimity displayed in his deeds. 


— ANON 


Good deeds are acts committed for the benefit of the needy, not 
for getting applause of the people. The great consider themselves as 
God's agents for the good deeds done, 


The poor student was at a loss what to do. He had no 
money to pay the term fees of the college. He tried very 
hard to procure that much amount from various sources 
but failed to receive any help from them. 


Suddenly an idea flashed across his mind, He wrote a 
letter to Dr. Radhakrishnan, the then President of India, 
for the payment of his term fees. After that the young stu- 
dent was waiting for the President's reply every day. Days 
passed by quickly without any response whatsoever from 
Dr. Radhakrishnan. 


His last faint hope was over and he had no other go 
but to stop his education altogether. With a heavy heart 
he went to the Principal: 


“Sir!” said the student: “Please cancel my name from 
the college register.” 


“Why?” asked the principal with surprise. 
“Because I cannot pay my term fees.” 
“What is your name young man?” 

‘The student gave his name and class. 


“Don't worry my boy! Your fees are already paid fully, 
You can continue your studies.” 


The student got puzzled, but the principal beamed with a 
bright smile and told him happily: 


“Your fees have been paid by none other than our 
President.” 


Cee en 

MGA 6th SEPTEMBER 
When the tongue or pen is let loose in a frenzy 
of passion, it is the man and not the subject, 
that becomes exhausted. 


— THOMAS PAINE 


To be angry is to punish your own self. Besides, in quieter 
moments youll find the offence quite negligible! 


“The officer is a fool!” exclaimed Stanton, secretary 
of war to President Lincoln: “He does not understand a 
simple clear-cut order!” 


“Oh!” said: Lincoln: “How strange!” 


“| feel like summoning him here and giving him a piece 
of my mind” said Stanton furiously. ‘I will not spare him 
this time. This is outrageous!” 

“Indeed!” agreed Lincoln: “It is outrageous. Don't 
spare him. I say Stanton, cut him down to size.” 


“Oh, sure, I will,” grunted the Secretary. 
“Write to him just now, when you are at it!” advised the 
President quite seriously, ‘write it to your heart’s content.” 


Then, Stanton wrote him a big nasty letter giving vent 
to his indignation. He looked at the letter satisfied. 


“Nothing is left unsaid!” murmured Secretary Stanton 
to himself exhausted. 


Then he spoke aloud, as if saying to himself: 
‘Now, with whom shall I send this letter to him?” 


“Send it?" echoed Lincoln: “Why, you should not 
send it at all.” 


“Yes, I mean that you shouldn't send this letter! Tear 
it to pieces, Stanton! Said the great man calmly: “You 
have purged yourself of your anger thoroughly well. Now, 
forget it. I know, you never want to send such letters. [ 
myself will never do that.” 


7th SEPTEMBER DRY. 
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When I could not sleep for cold 
Thad fire enough in my brain, 

And builded with roofs of gold 
My beautiful castles in Spain! 


— JAMES LOWELL 


Imagination if used constructively is the greatest gift in this world. 
Not oniy Art, but Science also is a beneficiary of this wonderful feculiy 
of mind! 


Itisa strange but true story! 


Even the strangest story, if it has an iota of truth in it 
can be really possible! This is a story of imagination — 
sheer imagination and nothing else but imagination! 


In imagination we have travelled to far-off places 
where we would have very much liked to go. But, as we 
could not go — nobody can stop us going there in the 
super flights of imagination! 


There was a prisoner who was sentenced for fifty 
years, fi-ty — years!! It was a monstrously long life 
to spend in a8 x 8 ft. dingy cell in the horrible Federal 
prison 


In the beginning he prefered death to this long term 
punishment. But, it couldn't be helped. 


One day he decided to take a long walk of say 
twenty to thirty miles — to and fro, ofcourse! He walked 
very fast on the uneven jungle-tracks. And he actually 
perspired! He really felt deadly tired — after his fast mara- 
thon running of say seven miles! 


He developed the hobby of swimming. He enjoyed 
it every second. 


When he was let off after his long, long term was 
over, he felt actually healthy! 


Cay 2a 
KRESS 8th SEPTEMBER 


“Renouncement can’t be sustained if renuncia- 
tion is not true”. 


— NISHKULANAND 


One may renounce the world but it would drag him back, if the 
renunciation lacks depth. 


Gadadhar — Swami Ramakrishna Paramahamsa in 
his school days — was a dull student. But he was very 
sharp in remembering Bhajans, padas and kritans 


In later life as a young man, Gadadhar, became a 
great devotee of God. God in any form or image! He 
worshipped God as a Muslim Fakir, as a Christian Priest, 
as a Ram-bhakt Hanuman and stayed on trees and ate 
fruits as Gopi, the beloved of Shri Krishna. He studied the 
Koran, Bible, Ramayan, Bhagawat Gita, 


He knew and believed in each religion as a staunch 
follower does. Then he declared from his own experi- 
ence; 


“No religion is less than the other. Their aim is the 
same. That's why it is not necessary to change your 
religion!” 


Ultimately he worshipped God in the form of ‘Ma 
Adya-Shakti’. God is strength unlimited in the form of 
Mother. 


‘Swami Ramakrishna had renounced wealth com- 
pletely. He wouldn't touch money. He was allergic to it. 


Once he tried to sleep at night. But couldn't; His 
mind, his entire being, was agitated. He got up from his 
bed. Said to himself: 


“Something stinks! It must be money": 


He turned over his mattress and found a two-anna 
coin which was planted by someone to test the Parama- 
! 
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The best hearts are ever the bravest. 
— STERNE 


People having noble hearts and mind are never afraid of anyone 
and any situation, They face them squarely. 


“Maharaj, you better execute me. I am prepared to 
die. I am prepared to suffer the agony with a smile on my 
face . . .” said the captured queen Malvai Desai to Shivaji 
Maharaj: “I can’t accept being insulted by anyone. Maha: 
raj...” she continued: “lest anyone insult me and my 
honour, kindly kill me right now. On the spot!” 


Malvai Desai was the widowed queen of the kingdom 
of Bellary. It was a small kingdom, very well governed by 
its kirtg. But after his death his widow, queen Malvai reign 
ed to the satisfaction of all concerned. The subjects were 
very happy and she was very popular with them. The 
royal treasury was full to the brim and the small army was 
under complete control of the ruler. There was no discon 
tent of any sort anywhere in the kingdom. 


For some reason or the other, the Shivaji-forces at- 
tacked the kingdom and Malvai Rani braved them with her 
small heroic army. She gave a good fight to them under 
her own overall command, But her enemy-forces had out. 
numbered hers and ultimately she was defeated and cap: 
tured. It was at that time that she pleaded with the great 
chivalrous Maratha Hero to kill her, to save her honour 
and self-respect. 

Shivaji Maharaj immediately freed her and gave her 
Isingdom back to her in appreciation of her nobility and 
bravery. 
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There are times when you have to obey a call 
which is the highest of all i.e. the voice of cons- 
cience even though such obedience may cost 
many a bitter tear. 


— GANDHLII 


__ There are certain duties and responsibilities which cannot be 
discarded under any circumstances or pressures. 


The surgeon was in the operation theatre. 


It was an emergency and he had to wheel away the 
patient for the operation immediately. It went on pretty 
long, The surgeon and his aides were closeted there for 
longer than expected. 


Dr, Harvey Krushing a great surgeon, was a cons- 
cientious man, and he always gave first priority to his 
vocation. A slight carlessness, a little lethargic moment, 
an unconscious indulgence elsewhere — and the patient's 
life would be crippled or cut-short. 


Then, very stealthily and cautiously a junior doctor 
entered the operation theatre and whispered to the famed 
surgeon: 


“Very bad news, Doctor!” 


The surgeon went on with his work. The messenger 
stood aside awaiting the surgeon's momentary digression 
for some reason or other. After a full twenty minutes he 
looked up, when he was informed further in hurried 
whispers: 


“Your eldest son has expired in a car-accident!” 


The surgeon closed his eyes hard for a fraction of a 
moment and continued his job to completion, When he 
emerged frorn the operation theatre, the messenger — the 
junior doctor — alongwith some friends were waiting for 
him. 


They whisked him away to his home speedily. 
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The child is the father of Man! 
— WORDSWORTH 


Poet Wordsworth is, perhaps, one of the oft quoted poets next 
to Shakespeare, Shelly, Longfellow and ofcourse, Pope! 


The truth of this quotation lies in its apparent contradiction, 
which makes the thought more poignant and pithy. 

Yes, we have much to learn through the children. And their 
future career can also be glimpsed in their behaviour at this age! 


“Don't eat like a glutton, young man!” said the 
child’s father with a bit of irritation and agony: 


“Don't you think at all while you eat, my son?” 


The son also got very angry with his father. But, he 
kept quiet and kept on eating. This made the father mad 


“Don't you hear me? Is is good to dump anything and 
everything in your belly? When will you learn to rest- 
rain?” 

Now, the son could not hold it any longer. He 
answered him instantly: “Do you restrain yourself, 
father? After every meal you yourself push in a nostril-full 
of snuff in your nose! Do you keep any restraint? Do you? 
Do you doit ever, father?” 

The father alerted himself immediately. He had no 
excuse to show his son at alll He looked down for a 
second or two. Then got up, went to the fireside and 
threw the snuff-box in it. After that he never used the 
snuff at any time. 

Later on the child became the Cardinal Vodham of 
England, and he never forgot the sincere and severe test 
of his father in which he came out with flying colours! 
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Better be cheated to the last, 
Than lose the blessed hope of Truth, 


— FANNY KEMBLE BUTLER 


Truth is not only to speak up. Its frontiers envelope many more 
areas of life and life-beyond 


Truth is confidence in Man and God, Truth is Ahimsa (Non. 
violence) and Abhaya (Fearlessness) and above all Truth is love! 


Hazarat Gozu! Azam was a very pious Muslim Saint. 
And piety goes with Truth, always. Almost all the Saints, 
alias Gurus, Mahatmas have been given their first lessons 
in Truth by their mothers. 

Goodness and greatness spring from the cradle songs 
of mothers. 

Hazarat Gozul, as a boy, was sent from his native 
town Gilan to Baghdad to study. The boy was going 
there on foot with necessary things packed in a small 
bundle, When he set out for Baghdad his mother said: 

“Take care of yourself and always tell the Truth, my 
son!” Then added further with tearful eyes: “I have done 
my best uptil now. Now you are under God's protection. 
Never forget Him.” 


On his way the boy was confronted by some bandits. 

“Hey, boy! said the leader: “Stop. What have you 
got?” 

“Forty asharafis!” said the boy truthfully. 


The leader of the bandits took him to his Sardar. 
When he was searched, exacily Forty asharalis were 
found on him, 

“Wonderfull” the Sardar exclaimed: “Set him free 
and go with him up to Baghdad so that...” 

“Thank you, Sardar!” said the future saint: “I am 
very well protected by Allah!” 
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Do not kill a criminal. If you do, the crime will be 
redoubled. 


‘— SUNDARAM’ 


To understand the highest form of ‘Ahimsa’ one has to analyse 
his own-self mercilessly. One hates others for their shortcomings, but 
forgets or at the most forgives his own! 


He was always taught to be good. To do good, He 
was taught not to harm anyone by his word, deed or mind 
— the highest form and ideal of ‘Ahimsa’: non-violence. 


When he grew up it was difficult to adhere to this 
highest ideal — if not by deed, many a time he became 
violent in words. And if not in words and actions he was 
violent in his mind in innumerable incidents. 


‘The world does not allow him to tread on the path of 
Truth, Non-violence and love. Love which transcends 
itself from individual to Universal. Love which does not 
differentiate between high and low, man and man! Love 
which does not differentiate between good and bad, 
criminal and innocent, Love which is like the sun above 
which shines on everything ~ good, bad or indifferent, 
without any consideration whatsoever. 


“This | cannot understand!” He said one day to his 
preceptor: “How can you love a criminal and hate his 


crime? How can you differentiate between a sin and a sin- 
ner? 


“If you think deeply and try to analyse the human mind 
and heart it won't be difficult.” He said with a sweet smnile: 
“For example, I have hated my pitfalls and yet loved 
myself for all these sixty-five years!” 


Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind: 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 


— GLOUCESTER 


A crime never pays. It always haunts one’s mind throughout his 
life, It kills his peace of mind, which itself is a big punishment, Be 
careful lest you fall! 


“Almost every one of us has something to hide in this 
world”, said he to his friend: “Everyone has a skeleton in 
his cupboard; and he will not expose it to anyone at any 
cost.” 


“It may be so in certain cases; but not so in all the 
cases, | am sure! Or not so even for the majority of per- 
sons as you have said,” commented his friend. 


This discussion went on between the two of them for 
several days. They would discuss it whenever they met 
each other. 


‘Once when they were talking and discussing about it 
they suddenly got a brain-wave: they wrote about fifteen 
anonymous notes to the people belonging to different 
stratas of society! 


Five to the rich people, other five to politicians and 
the remaining five to ordinary citizens known to them —a 
teacher, a clerk, a taxi-driver, a factory worker and a cob- 
bler. 


The note was terse and terrifying: 
“Everything is found out. Go away, Save yourself!” 


When they enquired they found out tha the rich and 
the politicians had fled away from the city; while the’or- 
dinary five had remained in the city — Their ‘crimes’ were 
not grave enough to leave the place! 


14th SEPTEMBER 
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To be honest, as this world goes, is to be one 
man picked out of ten thousand. 


— SHAKESPEARE 


Like counterfeit coins, false values too should be destroyed so 
that they never come into circulation. 


Once it so happened that somebody passed on a 
counterfeit coin of rupee one to Bhikshu Akhandanand, 
the founder of the famous ‘Sastu Sahitya’ — literature at 
cheaper price, 


The Bhikshu after reaching his press checked the 
coin and found it to be counterfeit. He, then, called an 
assistant and told him to bury it deep into the ground. 


“But, why sir?” protested the assistant with a sur 
prise: “We could also pass it on to somebody else. You 
need not worry at all, Sir! I would go to the bazaar and do 
the needful.” 


“You mean you would circulate this totally useless 
coin to the people?” 


“Yes, | would certainly do that, After all somebody 
has given it to us. We will give it to some other person. 
You leave it to me, Sir! In the past I have done that in: 
numerable times.” 


No, no. Don’t do that,” said Bhikshu Akhandanand, 
“It is not only bad but sinful also. We must desist from do- 
ing injustice to others. It is dishonesty at it's worst. Sup- 
pose it goes into the hands of an ignorant poor man, what 
would happen to him? Perhaps he and his children would 
starve that day,’ said the Bhikshu sternly: “Hence just now 
you bury this rupee in the ground.” 
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By uniting we stand, by dividing we fall. 
—JOHN DICKINSON 


In this era of possible nuclear holocaust there can never be a 
better ideal than that of absolute unity — world unity! 


“No brother!” said Bhim angrily to the eldest of the 
Pandavas, “we should not help the Kauravas now. I firmly 
believe that they should be left alone to. fight with the Gan- 
dharvas?” 

Yes, Maharaj!” said Arjuna. “Let them get a good 
hiding from them. Why should we go to their aid?” 


“Yes, Aryaputral” said Draupadi to her husband in a 
voice trembling with volcanic ire: “We shall not help 
those who have given us innumerable troubles, 
insufferable insults! Have you forgotton what happened 
to me on the day you were defeated in the gambling? 
They violated my womanhood almost completely! 
and Dharmraj, you want to help those sinful devils?” 


“Quiet, my dear!” said Dharmraj Yudhisthira: 
“Please, listen to me for a while!” 

‘And they — all the four valiant brothers and the wife 
Draupadi — had to suppress their anger. He was the 
eldest brother — the epitome of spiritual awareness! 

“| know that Duryoghana, Duhshashana and his 
other brothers — all hundred of them — have banished 
tus into the forests for twelve long years! I know it all.” 


“Just now they have been attacked by the Gandhar- 
yas and are in dire need of help. .... Andafter all we are 
brothers, though cousin brothers! ..... Against outside 
enemies we are not just five ora hundred — but we are @ 
hundred and five strong!” 
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Even God, the Lord of all the three worlds is 


hunary of good feelings and love. 
— PROVERB 


Love is the greatest miracle in this world. Even the smallest thing 
becomes the best and the greatest An ordinary thing turns into an 


extraordinary phenomenon! 
Love verily is God ! 


Swaminarayan Maharaj was invited for prasad — 
lunch — by a devotee. 

The whole household was in a festive mood. The 
doors and windows were decorated with flower-garlands. 
‘The Bhakta (Devotee) and other prominent members of 
the same group were busy making preparalions to 
welcome Swamiji Maharaj. It was the greatest occasion 
in the village 


When he came, the entire house was full of his 
followers. They shouted happily : 


“Shreeji Maharaj-ki Jay! Swaminarayan Bhagawan- 
ki jay! — long live Swamiji Maharaj! Hail, Swaminarayan 
Bhagwan!” 


When he was being served in the house, members of 
the family were overjoyed. The enthusiasm of the hostess 
was beyond description, She came to serve Shreeji 
Bhagwan with fresh milk 


He drank it with much joy and satisfaction, 
“How sweet! How delicious!" he exclaimed. 


“Then have more, Maharaj!” saying this she poured 
more into the vessel, 


And he drank it delightedly praising the sweetness of 
the milk. But after a time when she came to know that it 
was butter-milk not milk —her heart almost sank! She 
asked his pardon, with utmost remorse, tears rolling 
down her face. 


“No, my daughter! I never thought that it was 


‘Chhas.’ | enjoyed it as milk only!!! Love tums everythin: 
into ambrosia.” Kb a E 


18th SEPTEMBER 


Nothing is more noble, nothing more venerable, 
than fidelity. 
— CICERO 


Fidelity is almost undefinable. You can give only examples; You 
can be faithful to your God, guru, parent, beloved, friend, master or 
even servant; ...... and sacrifice yourself! 


The man was convicted and all the evidence was 
against him, He was one of the most faithful subjects of 
King James. He had donated almost all his riches to sup- 
port him, But ultimately William Ill became the King. After 
he was enthroned King, William started to investigate into 
the matter and one by one found out the conspirators. 


Everybody thought that the arch conspirator, this 
aristocrat, would either be hanged or thrown into the tor- 
ture cell. He was asked to stand before the King in the 
presence of his ministers, officers and important citizens 
of the capital, Ofcourse, everybody was sure of the 
punishment. The accused had no doubt about the judge- 
ment. He was mortally afraid of his terrible death. King 
William stared at him piercingly. Then he looked around 
and said loudly; 


“| honour the person who is faithful to his fallen 
master in the face of dire consequences that would lead 
one to sure death. | appreciate your fidelity. 1 know you 
have ruined yourself financially to help your master. How 
can I punish one who is so noble and brave? One should 
be his friend rather than foe.” 


‘The King then ordered to burn all the documents that 
were produced against the accused. 


= Even if you do not see GOD, He always sees 


ou 
. — ANON 


However loud one may be in praying and worshipping God, he 
rarely does it from the bottom of his heart. Many a time it is merely 
lip-service. The prayers are recited and sung as a matter of routine 


He goes to a temple. Worships God. Performs rituals. Bows 
down reverentially at His feet for a hundred times! 


And yet he returns empty-handed, spiritually. 


Swami Sharananand, founder of the “Manav-Seva- 
Sangh’, totally blind, was a great devotee of Lord 
Krishna. 


He once asked his disciples to take him to the 
famous Temple of ‘Banke-Bihari-Mandir’, Vrindavan. 
They gladly carried out his wish. In the huge congrega- 


tion there was a young man who grumbled loudly: 


“Why should this man come here, when he can't see 
anything?” 

“Who knows?” joined another: “He unnecessarily 
covercrowds here!” 

“Yes! He could as well stay at home and ..... 

‘Swamiji overheard it and broke in: 


“Yes! I cannot see Him because I am blind, but He is 
not! He would certainly see that | have come here. What 
else should I crave for now!...... My son, the very first 
thing a man should do is to have complete faith in his 
God. He is omniscient and knows everything about you 
thoroughly welll”. 


Calamities sometimes are blessings in disguise 


— ANON 


We must not be cowed down by difficulties. You must ride them | 
over. [f you don’t then they will ride over you to crush you. If you 


do, then you can reach your goal with galloping speed. 


“No, You are not to go to school” said the father: 
“You ate old enough to eam. | have already for you a job 
in a waste-paper and old book shop.” 


The son heard him meekly, His father was a tyrant, 
who earned less and drank more. He beat the boy's 
mother and did not spare him also. His pain was much 
more than his own when he saw his mother being beaten. 


The boy was Maximillian Gorkey — later known the 
world over as Maxim Gorkey, the famous Russian author 
of the great classic: ‘The Mother’ 


When young Maxim served in that waste-paper and 
‘old book shop he came across many books of famous 
authors — fiction, short stories, novels etc. He read as 
many as possible and in his spare time wrote a short 
story. 

He showed it to a friend who liked it very much. 
Some other friends who read it also liked it immensely. 
Encouraged by this he got it published and a very famous 
and senior author gave his very encouraging opinion 
about it, He wrote to him: 


“This story shows its author's brilliance as that of a 
first-rate artiste Please, carry on! Don't stop writing.” 


And the world got one of its greatest novels: ‘The 
Mother’ 
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To be true to one's own self is the first condition 
Jor spiritual evolution. 


— DR. 8. RADHAKRISHNAN 


Constant self-examination leads you to ultimate peace and salva- 
tion! 


“First let me beg your pardon for a blunder — or to be 
honest ‘crime’ — that-has been committed by me when I 
was your guest in your very well-known hotel. ...” began a 
letter received by the maneger of a prestigious hotel in 
Bombay! 


It was a strange communication by a client to the 
management of a hotel which was known all over the 
world for its hospitality and luxury. 


“.. While checking out from your hotel, a bathing 
towel and a couple of table-spoons were also packed in 
my suit-case. Of course, it was a mistake in the beginning, 
but after knowing about it I ignored to take them out and 
hand over the same to the room-boy. 


But, eversince I came here at my place I remained ill- 
at-ease, I am sending you herewith a cheque with the 
possible cost of the above mentioned items, Please, ac- 
cept and oblige. 


Once again | express my heart-felt regret for this un- 
toward incident.” 


The manager gave a very polite and courteous reply 
to the Gentleman commending his noble gesture: 


“I am obliged to keep your cheque so that your feel- 
ings shouldn't be hurt! I hope and pray that the world be 
blessed by more Gentlemen like you. Sir, you are most 
welcome to our hotel. We would be proud to receive and 
serve you.” 
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Ihave ever held it a maxim, never to do through 
another what it was possible for me to do 
myself. 

— MONTESQUIEU 


‘Only the weak and the invalid has a right to be helped by others. 


“Now, from where can | get this book? It is indispen- 
sable for an important reference for my article!” murmured 
Swami Satyanand. 


The Swami was a great scholar in the subject for 
which he was writing a research paper. This reference 
book was not available at Mount Abu where he was stay- 
ing in a cave. It was his bounden vow not to ask money 
from anyone. The book cost five rupees. The Swami 
naturally didn’t have even a small amount. He then decid 
ed to go to a nearby village to earn that much money as a 
labourer, 


But nobody would employ him as a labourer if he 
looked for a job in a Swami’s garb, So he had discarded 
his Swami’s robe and put on an ordinary dress. By hard- 
labour he eared the required amount in three or four days 
and returned happily to his cave in Abu. 


Some of his disciples were really worried about him 
when they could not find him in his cave consecutively for 
four to five days! 

“Where had you been Swamiji for so many days? We 
were very anxious about you!” 

“I had gone to do some penance which was very im- 
portant for my present ‘Sadhanal!” said the Swami with a 
smile. 
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True bravery proposes a just end; measures the 
dangers and meets the results with calmness 
and unyielding decision. 


—LA NONE 


A man, especially a leader must rise to the occasion to keep the 
honour of his country and the high office he holds at all costs! 


There was a feud going on between America and 
Mexico when Mr. Woodrow Wilson was the President of 
America, It was both long-drawn and irritating. 


During this war the American sea-force was playing 
an important part. In one of the innumerable fights the 
U.S.A, Marine had won and captured the famous port city, 
Vera Cruz. This important Mexican city was one of the 
main targets for the U.S, Forces, 


America was jubilant over the victory and was 
celebrating it enthusiastically. At the same time the bodies 
of the Americans who had lost their lives during the skir- 
mish were brought to New York for a grand funeral. 


President Wilson had decided to participate in it as 
the chief mourner. 


“It is dangerous, Mr. President!” advised his friends: 
“There is a rumour that several plots are hatched for your 
assassination.” 


“Well It might be only a rumour as you said!” said the 
President, 


“It is better if you are here in Washington D.C., Mr 
President!” insisted another group of well-wishers: ‘New 
York is not safe!” Then added: “America cannot afford to 
lose her President,” 


“Neither can she afford to have a coward for her Pres- 
dient,” replied President Wilson. 


And the President did lead the funeral procession in 
New York. 
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WE 24th SEPTEMBER 


Only the ignorant would say: I have done this, I 
have done that. a A 


Nothing in this world could ever be done by anyone single- 
handed; for every thing one does — he is directly or indirectly helped 
by the past or present endeavours of others. 


Marian Anderson, a great contralto, was always ad- 
mired for singing. Her deep low-toned voice (contralto) 
was the nation’s asset. 


Wherever she went she was surrounded by music: 
lovers and critics praising her artistic talents. She would 


reply to them politely, 
“Well, we try our best! 


“It is our sincere endeavour to do justice to the great 
art of music!” 


Marian Anderson never used the personal ‘I’ while 
talking about herself. Instead she always used ‘we’ or ‘our’ 
with reference to herself. When somebody asked her 
about this strange usage, she replied: 


“One realises, the longer one lives, that there is no 
particular thing one can do alone!" 


Then giving the example of her own art she con: 
tinued: 


“With the execution of the work we do, there are 
many people involved — those who wrote the music, 
those who made the piano on which the accompanist 
plays, the accompanist who actually lends support to the 
performance!” 


She said with feeling and respect for the people who 
help to make the whole programme a grand success. She 
said further: 


“Even the voice, the breath, the everything — It's not 
your doing,” She said philosophically: “That's why the T in 
it is very srnall, after alll” 


25th SEPTEMBER Ne 
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To him no high, no low, no great, no small; 
Fe fills, He bounds, connects and equals all! 


—POPE 


Perhaps the only way to be blessed by His infinite compassion is 
to pray. And you are sure to receive! 


“Will you please hand over this small bundle to any 
convict who is condemned to death?” requested a small 
girl to the jailor of a Japanese prison. ‘ 


“Yes, child!” said the officer. 


The bundle contained a religious book and letter. In 
her letter she had written: 


“.....please pardon me to write this way. | am a 
small girl studying in a primary school! ... [ have read 
recently that God loves all as His children; whether we are 
good or bad. He always forgives us because He loves us! 
So keep heart. He is with you!’ 


‘The condemned man wrote from his ‘Death cell’; 
“Thank you little child. 


Tt is very sweet and kind of you to think of us like this 
— | am sure this letter is not only for me but for all sinners 
like me. 


Yes, child! | am a sinner of the worst type. I have 
murdered three persons. But, after reading your little letter 
Tam sure that God in his infinite kindness will forgive me. 
He will be kind to this erring child. 


Before your letter I was afraid to face my God. Now, I 
know that He will have mercy on me. I pray to Him for 
forgiveness. God bless you always.” 


towel ~~ 
es 26th SEPTEMBER 
CSN 


Wealth is nature's gift — do not hoard it, 
— SUGGESTED 


Hoarding of anything essential is anti-social. The more indispen- 
sable it is the more offensive it could be! 


Individuals have no right over them! 


“Please tell me, what can | do for you, Guruji?” 


“Nothing, Maharaj!” said Mahatma Kautsa to King 
Raghu by whose name the ‘Raghu-Dynasty’ (Raghu- 
Kula) is known. 


“Guruji! said Raghu, “Kindly, tell me frankly, why 
have you visited my capital? There must be some 


reason. 


“Raghuraj!” said Kautsa, “I wanted one crore 
golden coins, which I promised as ‘Guru-Dakshina’ to 
my guru Kulpati Varatantu. But it is alright! | see that after 
your recent Rajsuya-Yajna you have spent your last 
cowrie distributing the entire wealth of your Royal 
treasury to your subjects.” 


“That does not matter!” Raghu told him. “Please, 
stay here for three days and I will get it for you!” 


The King, then, went straight to Kuber — God's 

Treasurer — with unfathomable wealth lying idle. From 
him, King Raghu brought immense wealth after defeating 

him in fierce baitle. 

He dumped the wealth before Kautsa and requested 
him to take all. 

“No, Maharaj! 1 will not take anything less or 
anything more than one crore of suvama mudras.” 


King Raghu then gathered up the remaining coins 
and wealth in a big bundle and went to Kuber — 
Bhandari and retumed it. While thanking him he had told 
him: 

“Here is your wealth from which neither Kautsa nor I 
personally wanted anything at all!” 
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God hath sworn to lift on high who sinks 


himself by true humility. 
— KEBLE 


To be compassionate for others is the religion of heart — and 
religion is higher than that of the heart! 


Why are you crying, Beta?” asked Mahavirprasad 
Dwivedi, the well-known Hindi writer and scholar, to a 
young boy who was sobbing in the midst of a crowd. 


‘The writer had to push himself through the crowd to 
reach the boy. Nobody in the crowd cared for the boy 
The author went near the boy and asked him the same 
question. 


“[have been stung by a serpent, Babuji," said the boy 
in between sobs. 


“Where has it stung you, son!” 


“Here, Babuji,” said the boy showing him his bleeding 
Jog," It pains me very much. 


“Get me a string, please!” appealed Mahavirprasadi 
to the people around: “Please hurry... ..” 


“Don't you touch him, Babujil” said someone. “He is 
an untouchable: Do not go near him.” 


“Untouchable? So what!" said the author, taking out 
his shirt and then his ‘Yjnopavita’ — the Sacred Thread: 
and said while tying the string over his leg: “Do not worry, 
Beta! You will be alright.” 


“What are you doing, Brahmin Babu?” said one of the 
crowd, horrified: “You will rot in hell. God will never 
forgive you for this grave sin.” 

“Let Him not!” said Dwivediji: “I myself consider un- 
touchability as a heinous crime, 


He then sucked the blood from the wound and took 
him to the hospital for further treatment where he was 
thoroughly cured. 


Bw 28th SEPTEMBER 
Ss 


It is the secret sympathy, 

The silver link, the silken tie, 

Which heart to heart, and mind to mind 
In body and in soul can bind. 


— SIR WALTER SCOTT 


True love exists beyond the bounds of body and earth. It's silken 
tie fuses two hearts, minds and souls into one! 


Jack Benny was a famous American comedian, He 
was very successful in the ‘Vaudeville’ shows where a 
general compact variety programme of entertainment con- 
sisting of singing, dancing, short-plays, music etc. were 
performed. He was also a very popular Radio, Television 
and Cine artist. 


He had a fine sense of humour and never missed a 
chance to laugh with others! 


Once while refusing payment from a charitable In- 
stitution he said: 


“But just in case I were accepting money, how much 
would I have been refusing?” 


“You name it, Sir!” said the chairman of the Institu- 
tion. 


“Will a million dollars be alright?” suggested the com- 
edian, 


And everybody laughed happily. 


After Benny's death at the ripe age of eighty in 1974, 
next morning, his widow Mary received a long stemmed 
beautiful rose from a local florist without a card. 


The same thing happened on the second day. And 
the third. . .! When Mary enquired with the florist he said: 


“it’ was according to Mr. Benny's instruction 
sometime back, Madam! He had told me to do it till you 
live and had already made a provision for it in his will!” 


29th SEPTEMBER > 


Swim or sink, live or die, survive or perish with 
my country was my unalterable determination. 


—dJOHN ADAMS 


There is no religion greater than patriotism. It is based upon 
human dignity, justice, duty and right. Patriotism can't be compromis: 
ed even at the cost of life. 


His name was Stules. He was an old German farmer. 
‘The conquering French army captured him. 


“Prisoner, now that you are captured you are suppos- 
ed to wear prison-uniform,” ordered the Jailor: “By the 
way, what’s your name?” 


“Stules. | am a German Farmer.” replied the prisoner. 


“Alright, Stules! Take this uniform.” He said while 
handing him over the clothes. 


He took this uniform and instantly handed it back in 
dignantly; “No!” he said: “I won't have it.” 


“Why?” barked the jailor: “Come on now, wear it im- 
mediately. This is a prison, understand!” 


“Yes, | understand it well. But I will not wear it as it is 
not made of German cloth,” asserted Stules firmly, 


*Shut up, you fool! Do you want to die? Obey the 
orders or face the noose.” 


“1 am adamant about it. I will die gladly for the love 
and honour of my country,” said Stules the German 
farmer. 


And according to the prison rules the French sentenc- 
ed him to be hanged. 


“What's your final wish, Stules?” asked the jailor. 


“My only wish is that my body should be wrapped in a 
German-cloth!” said the farmer from Germany: “. .. and 
in no other cloth, is it clear?” 


AGE 30th SEPTEMBER 


No one can disgrace us but ourselves. 


—JOSIAH HOLLAND 


Honour lies in your own hands. You can keep it well only if you 
are true to your ownself. 


“May I request you Sir, todo me a favour?” whispered 
Napoleon to Goethe: “That would bring you more fame 
and more money”, 


“What is it, Your Majesty?” asked the great poet. 


“You have to write a poem eulogizing the Tsar, 
Emperor of Russia. He is sitting on my right as you on the 
left. You have to give it to me today and we will read it out 
to him at the ‘Evening Ball.” 


“Please pardon me, Sir! | never write a poem like that. 
You will have to excuse me.” 


It's very strange,” said the Emperor of France: “In our 
country every King was presented with numerous eulogies 
and the poets benefited from it. King Louis XIV was 
eulogized to such an extent that his poets were very rich 
and powerfull” 

“Well,” Goethe shrugged his shoulders: “..... even 
those poets must be feeling a bit unhappy for not being 
true to their muse! A poet worth the name would not 
eulogize a mortal man — ordinary or extraordinary, a 
pauper or a prince.” 


. +++ When the evening ball was over Napolean told 


the T: 


“Your Majesty, here is a great poet of Germany. He is 
the famous poet Goethe. He is a man of principle and self- 
respect. Such poets are a nation’s treasure.” 


Our Life is a pilgrimage 
through day and night, 
through green valley and 
arid desert, through tears 
and smiles, through death 
and birth, through tomb and 
womb. When the road ends 
and the goal is gained, 

the pilgrim realises that 

he has journeyed from only 
himself to himself and that, 
though the road was long 
and lonesome, the God that 
led him thereon was ever 

in him, around him, with 
him and beside him. His 
yearning to merge in God 
was the yearning of the 
river for the sea. He 
realises that he loves 

since the God in him is 
love, he craves for harmony 
since God is harmony, he 


1st SEPTEMBER 


Poverty is desire, satisfaction is wealth. 
— MAHABHARATA 


Greed is as deep as the bottomless sea. It cannot be satiated. 
‘The more you get, the more you want — like a beggar who demands 
more and more whatever you give! 


Swami Anandswarup was deep in meditation in the 
morming when a rich man approached him and waited for 
him to come out of his ‘Samadhi’. 


After sometime, the Swami opened his eves and ask- 
ed him: 


“What can I do for you, my friend?” 


“Nothing, Swamiji! | have come to give youa present 
which you can use for the good of the society.” 


“How much have you brought?” asked Swamiji. 


“One thousand gold mohors.” Then added: ‘Til be 
grateful to you if you will please accept it. [had decided to 
donate this amount for some socioreligious cause.” 


The Swami didnt say anything for sometime. He 
closed his eyes and said after sometime: 


“No, pardon me. I can’t accept it.” 

“Why, Gurudeu? Why not?” 

“Because | don't accept anything from the poor 
people.” 


“But, Swamijil” said the rich man: *..., by God's 
grace I am not poor. [have a good deal of amount with me.” 


“You might have it. But don't you crave for more 
wealth still?” asked the Swami 


“Yes, Swamiji, | do have that craving.” 


“That's why you are poor!” said the Swami: “One 
whose craving is not dead is always poor — rather a af 


A: beggar!” 


AGE Saw 2nd SEPTEMBER 


Labour! al! labour is noble and holy! 
Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God. 


— FRANCES OSGOOD 


No honest work what-so-ever can be called as below one’s 
dignity! 


On the banks of the river Narmada at a holy place a 
new temple was being constructed by a very influential 
and rich committee 


Marbles of highest quality were being bought from 
far off places famous for this special quality stone. 
Hundreds of labourers were working day and night on 
the site. 


Slowly but surely, the temple was coming up 
magnificently. Now people from other walks of life also 
started taking an interest and went there. 


Once a social worker selected a group of three 
labourers who were breaking hard marble-stones to 
required size and asked them one by one 


“What are you doing, my man?” 


“Don’t you see what | am doing? Tam breaking my 
fate to pieces!” he replied in tired tones. 


“And what are you up to, young man?” asked the 
social worker in a soothing manner to another labourer. 


“Who, I? I am trying to meet both ends frantically. 
But, you see for yourself! How much can a man break 
these hard stones ina day?” 


And a third man replied to the same query : 


“Am I not fortunate to lend my little bit in building 
this holy abode of God? With my bare hands | am doing 
ne 
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A man's true wealth is the good he does in this 
world. 


— MOHAMMAD 


Worldly wealth remains here. Only noble deeds come along to 
protect you from heavenly wrath, 


“A hundred salutes to you, O mighty Khalifa!” said 
the Muslim saint, Hatam Hasan to the power crazy, cruel 
and lusty ruler of Baghdad: “Salute to the great Khalifa, 


the renouncer of infinite happiness.” 


“Why, O Saint? Why do you laugh at me like this? 
How can I be called a renouncer? 


“You are almost a Fakir! And Tam not joking!” 


“Then please tell me, how? Please, give me the 
reasons 


“Achha. Listen quietly. Both God Almighty and the 
Prophet have admonished us innumerable times stating 
that this earthly wealth and luxuries are just nothing 
before those of the heavens.” 


“Yes, it has been told by God Almighty and the Pro- 
phet.” 


‘That exactly is the reason why I call you the 
greatest renouncer in this world.” 


“Oh, saint, you go on confusing me more and 
more!” 


“No, Not at all,” continued the Saint: “For the sake of 
this paltry earthly power and wealth, you leave the 
boundless happiness of the heavens.” 


“Oh, is that so?” 
“Yes, While I've renounced the earthly comforts, 
powers and luxuries for the great and glorious bounties of 


the heavens, you just don't care at all for that heavenly 
bliss! You are wonderful, O Khalifa. A real Fakir.” 


The message reached straight to the Khalifa's heart. 


(4. 


4th SEPTEMBER 
______tusermamae 


Physician, heal thyself! 
— BIBLE 


Those who do not trust themselves distrust others. The worst of 
them act upon other's advice and ruin all concerned 


An up-and-coming young physician, with the pro- 
spects of a very bright future, had fallen in love with a 
charming young lady. 


They were steady with each other for a long time 
and moved around the city very well. The young lady 
was serving in a big commercial corporation and was 
holding a high position. So was the case with the young 
doctor! A few months later he was to appear for his post- 
graduate specialisation, hence he was busy with his 
studies, his hospital duties and other necessary domestic 
odds and ends, 


When his post-graduate specialisation had been 
completed, the doctor started his own consultation rooms 
and soon became quite a rage in his profession; he could 
now hardly get any time to meet his beloved, so, especial- 
ly at the insistence on her part, both decided to marry, 


In the meantime, on the advice of one of his friends, a 
detective agent was engaged to report on her character 
and other details — even though he loved her and moved 
with her. 


Within a few days the agent gave him a report: 


“The person concemed (the lady) is of good moral 
character but since long she is moving with a doctor of 
unscrupulous character!” 


Cette oo) Pe 2 


+ 5th SEPTEMBER ea) 


The greatness of a man is measured by the 
magnanimity displayed in his deeds. 


—ANON 


Good deeds are acts committed for the benefit of the needy, not 


for getting applause of the people. The great consider themselves as 
God's agents for the good deeds done. 


The poor student was at a loss what to do, He had no 
money to pay the term fees of the college. He tried very 
hard to procure that much amount from various sources 
but failed to receive any help from them. 


Suddenly an idea flashed across his mind. He wrote a 
letter to Dr. Radhakrishnan, the then President of India, 
for the payment of his term fees. After that the young stu- 
dent was waiting for the President's reply every day, Days 
passed by quickly without any response whatsoever from 
Dr. Radhakrishnan, 


His last faint hope was over and he had no other go 
but to stop his education altogether. With a heavy heart 
he went to the Principal: 


“Sir!” said the student: “Please cancel my name from 
the college register.” 


“Why?” asked the principal with surprise. 
“Because | cannot pay my term fees.” 
“What is your name young man?" 

The student gave his name and class. 


“Don't worry my boy! Your fees are already paid fully 
You can continue your studies.” 


The student got puzzled, but the principal beamed with a 
bright smile and told him happily: 


“Your fees have been paid by none other than our 
President.” 


WEE 6th SEPTEMBER 7th SEPTEMBER Wye? 
ia » ie sii, 
When the tongue or pen is let loose in a frenzy Kins 
of passion, it is the man and not the subject, 
that becomes exhausted. When I could not sleep for cold 

— THOMAS PAINE Thad fire enough in my brain, 
And builded with roofs of gold 


a 


To be angry is to punish your own self. Besides, in quieter My beautiful castles in Spain! 


moments you'll find the offence quite negligible! 


“The officer is a fool!” exclaimed Stanton, secretary 
of war to President Lincoln: “He does not understand a 
simple clear-cut order!” 


“Oh!” said Lincoln: “How strange!” 


“{ feel like summoning him here and giving him a piece 
of my mind” said Stanton furiously, “I will not spare him 
this time. This is outrageous!” 


“Indeed!” agreed Lincoln: “It is outrageous. Don't 
spare him. I say Stanton, cut him down to size.” 
“Oh, sure, [ will,” grunted the Secretary. 


“Write to him just now, when you are at it!’ advised the 
President quite seriously, “write it to your heart’s content.” 


Then, Stanton wrote him a big nasty letter giving vent 
to his indignation. He looked at the letter satisfied. 


“Nothing is left unsaid!” murmured Secretary Stanton 
to himself exhausted. 


Then he spoke aloud, as if saying to himself: 
‘Now, with whom shall [ send this letter to him?” 
“Send it?” echoed Lincoln: “Why, you should not 


send it at all.” 


“Yes, | mean that you shouldn't send this letter! Tear 
it to pieces, Stanton!” Said the great man calmly: “You 
have purged yourself of your anger thoroughly well. Now, 
forget it. 1 know, you never want to send such letters. 
myself will never do that.” 


— JAMES LOWELL 


Imagination if used constructively is the greatest gift in this world. 
Not only Art, but Science also is a beneficiary of this wonderful faculty 
of mind! 


Itis a strange but true story! 


Even the strangest story, if it has an iota of truth in it 
can be really possible! This is a story of imagination — 
sheer imagination and nothing else but imagination! 


In imagination we have travelled to far-off places 
where we would have very much liked to go. But, as we 
could not go — nobody can stop us going there in the 
super flights of imagination! 


There was a prisoner who was sentenced for fifty 
years, Fif-t-y — yearsl! It was a monstrously long life 
to spend in a8 x 8 ft. dingy cell in the honible Federal 
prison. 

In the beginning he preferred death {o this long term 
punishment. But, it couldn't be helped. 


One day he decided to take a long walk of say 
twenty to thirty miles — to and fro, ofcourse! He walked 
very fast on the uneven jungle-tracks. And he actually 
perspired! He really felt deadly tired — after his fast mara 
thon running of say seven miles! 


He developed the hobby of swimming. He enjoyed 
it every second. 


When he was let off after his long, long term was 
over, he felt actually healthy! 


Lt 
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“Renouncement can't be sustained if renuncia- 
tion is not true”. 


— NISHKULANAND 


One may renounce the world but it would drag him back, if the 
renunciation lacks depth. 


Gadadhar — Swami Ramakrishna Paramahamsa in 
his school days — was a dull student. But he was very 
sharp in remembering Bhajans, padas and kritans. 


In later life as a young man, Gadadhar, became a 
great devotee of God. Ged in any form or image! He 
worshipped God as a Muslim Fakir, as a Christian Priest, 
as a Ram-bhakt Hanuman and stayed on trees and ate 
fruits as Gopi, the beloved of Shri Krishna. He studied the 
Koran, Bible, Ramayan, Bhagawat Gita. 


He knew and believed in each religion as a staunch 
follower does. Then he declared from his own experi- 
ence 


“No religion is less than the other. Their aim is the 
same. That's why it is not necessary to change your 
religion!” 


Ultimately he worshipped God in the form of ‘Ma 
Adya-Shakti. God is strength unlimited in the form of 
Mother. 


Swami Ramakrishna had renounced wealth com- 
pletely. He wouldn't touch money. He was allergic to it. 


Once he tried to sleep at night. But couldn't; His 
mind, his entire being, was agitated. He got up from his 
bed, Said to himself: 


“Something stinks! It must be money"? 


He tumed over his mattress and found a two-anna 
coin which was planted by someone to test the Parama- 
hamsal 


9th SEPTEMBER NR 


The best hearts are ever the bravest. 
— STERNE 


People having noble hearts and mind are never afraid of anyone 
and any situation, They face them squarely 


“Maharaj, you better execute me. | am prepared to 
die. | am prepared to suffer the agony with a smile on my 
face .. .” said the captured queen Malvai Desai to Shivaji 
Maharaj: “I can’t accept being insulted by anyone. Maha: 
taj...” she continued: “lest anyone insult me and my 
honour, kindly kill me right now. On the spoi!” 


Malvai Desai was the widowed queen of the kingdom 
of Bellary. It was a small kingdom, very well governed by 
its king. But after his death his widow, queen Malvai reign 
ed to the satisfaction of all concerned, The subjects were 
very happy and she was very popular with them, The 
royal treasury was full to the brim and the small army was 
under complete control of the ruler. There was no discon 
tent of any sort anywhere in the kingdom. 


For some reason ot the other, the Shivaji-forces at- 
tacked the kingdom and Malvai Rani braved them with her 
small heroic army, She gave a good fight to them under 
her own overall command. But her enemy-forces had out- 
numbered hers and ultimately she was defeated and cap 
tured. It was at that time that she pleaded with the great 
chivalrous Maratha Hero to kill her, to save her honour 
and self-respect 

Shivaji Maharaj immediately freed her and gave her 
kingdom back to her in appreciation of her nobility and 
bravery. 


Me 


There are times when you have to obey a call 
which is the highest of all i.e. the voice of cons- 


cience even though such obedience may cost 
many a bitter tear. 


— GANDHIJI 


There are certain duties and responsibilities which cannot be 
discarded under any circumstances or pressures. 


The surgeon was in the operation theatre, 


It was an emergency and he had to wheel away the 
patient for the operation immediately, It went on pretty 
lang. The surgeon and his aides were closeted there for 
longer than expected. 


Dr. Harvey Krushing a great surgeon, was a cons- 
cientious man, and he always gave first priotity to his 
vocation. A slight carlessness, a little lethargic moment, 
an unconscious indulgence elsewhere — and the patient's 
life would be crippled or cut-short. 


‘Then, very stealthily and cautiously a junior doctor 
entered the operation theatre and whispered to the famed 
surgeon: 


“Very bad news, Doctor!” 


The surgeon went on with his work. The messenger 
stood aside awaiting the surgeon's momentary digression 
for some reason or other. After a full twenty minutes he 
looked up, when he was informed further in hurried 
whispers: 


“Your eldest son has expired in a car-accident!” 


The surgeon closed his eyes hard for a fraction of a 
moment and continued his job to completion. When he 
emerged from the operation theatre, the messenger — the 
sees doctor — alongwith some friends were waiting for 

im. 


They whisked him away to his home speedily. 


Ce! 
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The child is the father of Man! 
— WORDSWORTH 


Poet Wordsworth is, perhaps, one of the oft quoted poets next 
to Shakespeare, Shelly, Longfellow and ofcourse, Pope! 


The truth of this quotation lies in lis apparent contradiction, 
which makes the thought more poignant and pithy. 


Yes, we have much to learn through the children. And their 
future career can aiso be glimpsed in their behaviour at this age! 


“Don't eat like a glutton, young man!” said the 
child's father with a bit of irritation and agony: 


“Don't you think at all while you eat, my son?” 


The son also got very angry with his father. But, he 
kept quiet and kept on eating. This made the father mad: 


“Don't you hear me? Is is good to dump anything and 
everything in your belly? When will you learn to rest- 
rain?” 


Now, the son could not hold it any longer. He 
answered him instantly: “Do you restrain yourself, 
father? After every meal you yourself push in a nostril-full 
of snuff in your nose! Do you keep any restraint? Do you? 


Do you do it ever, father?” 


The father alerted himself immediately. He had no 
excuse to show his son at all! He looked down for a 
second or two. Then got up, went to the fireside and 
threw the snuff-box in it. After that he never used the 
snuff at any time. 

Later on the child became the Cardinal Vodham of 
England, and he never forgot the sincere and severe test 
of his father in which he came out with flying colours! 


\ 12th SEPTEMBER 


Better be cheated to the last, 
Than lose the blessed hope of Truth. 


— FANNY KEMBLE BUTLER 


Truth is not only to speak up. Its frontiers envelope many more 
areas of life and life beyond 

Truth is confidence in Man and God, Truth is Ahimsa (Non. 
violence) and Abhaya (Fearlessness) and above all Truth is love! 


Hazarat Gozul Azam was a very pious Muslim Saint. 
And piety goes with Truth, always. Almost all the Saints, 
alias Gurus, Mahatmas have been given their first lessons 
in Truth by their mothers. 

Goodness and greatness spring from the cradle songs 
of mothers, 

Hazarat Gozul, as a boy, was sent from his native 
town Gilan to Baghdad to study. The boy was going 
there on foot with necessary things packed in a small 

bundle. When he set out for Baghdad his mother said: 


“Take care of yourself and always tell the Truth, my 
son!” Then added further with tearful eyes: “I have done 
my best uptil now. Now you are under God's protection 
Never forget Him.” 


On his way the boy was confronted by some bandits 

“Hey, boy! said the leader: “Stop. What have you 
got?” 

“Forty asharafis!” said the boy truthfully 


The leader of the bandits took him to his Sardar. 
When he was searched, exacily Forty asharafis were 
found on him, 


“Wonderful” the Sardar exclaimed: “Set him free 
and go with him up to Baghdad so that. 


“Thank you, Sardar!” said the future saint: “I am 
very well protected by Allah!” 


13th SEPTEMBER ee 
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Do not kill a criminal. If you do, the crime will be 
redoubled, 


‘— SUNDARAM’ 


To understand the highest form of ‘Ahimsa’ one has to analyse 
his own-self mercilessly. One hates others for their shortcomings, but 
forgets or at the most forgives his own! 


He was always taught to be good. To do good, He 
was taught not to harm anyone by his word, deed or mind 
— the highest form and ideal of ‘Ahimsa’: non-violence. 


When he grew up it was difficult to adhere to this 
highest ideal — if not by deed, many a time he became 
violent in words. And if not in words and actions he was 
violent in his mind in innumerable incidents. 


The world does not allow him to tread on the path of 
Truth, Non-violence and love. Love which transcends 
itself from individual to Universal. Love which does not 
differentiate between high and low, man and man! Love 
which does not differentiate between good and bad, 
criminal and innocent. Love which is like the sun above 
which shines on everything - good, bad or indifferent, 
without any consideration whatsoever. 


“This | cannot understand!" He said one day to his 
preceptor: “How can you love a criminal and hate his 
crime? How can you differentiate between asinanda sin- 
ner’ 


“Ifyou think deeply and try to analyse the human mind 
and heart it won't be difficult.” He said with a sweet smile: 
“For example, I have hated my pitfalls and yet loved 
myself for all these sixty-five years!” 


14th SEPTEMBER 


Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind: 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 


— GLOUCESTER 


A crime never pays. It always haunts one’s mind throughout his 
life. It kills his peace of mind, which itself is a big punishment. Be 


careful lest you fall! 


“Almost every one of us has something to hide in this 
world”, said he to his friend: “Everyone has a skeleton in 
his cupboard; and he will not expose it to anyone at any 
cost.” 


“It may be so in certain cases; but not so in all the 
cases, I am sure! Or not so even for the majority of per 
sons as you have said,” commented his friend. 


This discussion went on between the two of them for 
séveral days. They would discuss it whenever they met 
each other. 


Once when they were talking and discussing about it 
they suddenly got a brain-wave: they wrote about fifteen 
anonymous notes to the people belonging to different 
stratas of society! 


Five to the rich people, other five to politicians and 


the remaining five to ordinary citizens known to then —a 
teacher, a clerk, a taxi-driver, a factory worker and a cob- 


bler. 
The note was terse and terrifying: 
“Everything is found out. Go away, Save yourself” 


When they enquired they found out that the rich and 
the politicians had fled away from the city; while the-or- 
dinary five had remained in the city — Their ‘crimes’ were 
not grave enough to leave the place! 


i ianiaaaaeee 


To be honest, as this world goes, is to be one 
man picked out of ten thousand. 


— SHAKESPEARE 


that they never come into circulation, 


Once it so happened that somebody passed on a 
counterfeit coin of rupee one to Bhikshu Akhandanand, 
the founder of the famous ‘Sastu Sahitya’ — literature at 
cheaper price. 


The Bhikshu after reaching his press checked the 
coin and found it to be counterfeit. He, then, called an 
assistant and told him to bury it deep into the ground, 


“But, why sir?” protested the assistant with a sur- 
prise: “We could also pass it on to somebody else. You 
need not worry at all, Sir! I would go to the bazaar and do 
the needful.” 


“You mean you would circulate this totally useless 
coin to the people?” 


“Yes, 1 would certainly do that. After all somebody 
has given it to us, We will give it to some other person 
You leave it to me, Sir! In the past I have done that in- 
numerable times.” 


No, no. Don't do that,” said Bhikshu Akhandanand. 
“Itis not only bad but sinful also. We must desist from do- 
ing injustice to others. It is dishonesty at it's worst. Sup- 
Pose it goes into the hands of an ignorant poor man, what 
would happen to him? Perhaps he and his children would 
starve that day,’ said the Bhikshu stemly: “Hence just now 
you bury this rupee in the ground,” 


Like counterfeit coins, false values too should be destroyed so 


Saw ___16th SEPTEMBER 


By uniting we stand, by dividing we fall. 
— JOHN DICKINSON 


In this era of possible nuclear holocaust there can never be a 
better ideal than that of absolute unity — world unity! 


“No brother!” said Bhim angrily to the eldest of the 
Pandavas, “we should not help the Kauravas now. I firmly 
believe that they should be left alone to fight with the Gan- 
dharvas?” 

Yes, Maharaj!” said Arjuna. “Let them get a good 
hiding from them. Why should we go to their aid?” 


“Yes, Aryaputra!” said Draupadi to her husband in a 
voice trembling with voleanic ire: “We shall not help 
those who have given us innumerable troubles, 
insufferable insults! Have you forgotton what happened 
to me on the day you were defeated in the gambling? 
They violated my womanhood almost completely! 

and Dharmraj, you want to help those sinful devils?” 


“Quiet, my dear!” said Dharmraj Yudhisthira: 
“Please, listen to me for a while!” 

And they — all the four valiant brothers and the wife 
Draupadi — had to suppress their anger. He was the 
eldest brother — the epitome of spiritual awareness! 

“| know that Duryoghana, Duhshashana and his 
other brothers — all hundred of them — have banished 
us into the forests for twelve long years! [ know it all.” 


“Just now they have been atiacked by the Gandhar- 
vas and are in dire need of help... .. Andafter all we are 
brothers, though cousin brothers! ..... Against outside 
enemies we are not just five or a hundred — but we are a 
hundred and five strong!” 


17th SEPTEMBER NY 
PRE 


Even God, the Lord of all the three worlds is 
hungry of good feelings and love. 


— PROVERB 


Love is the greatest miracle in this world. Even the smallest thing 
becomes the best and the greatest. An ordinary thing turns into an 
extraordinary phenomenon! 

Lave verily is God !! 


Swaminarayan Maharaj was invited for prasad — 
lunch — by a devotee. 

The whole household was in a festive mood, The 
doors and windows were decorated with flower-garlands. 
The Bhakta (Devotee) and other prominent members of 
the same group were busy making preparations to 
welcome Swamiji Maharaj. It was the greatest occasion 
in the village. 


When he came, the entire house was full of his 
followers, They shouted happily ; 


“Shreeji Maharaj-ki Jay! Swaminarayan Bhagawan. 


ki jay! — long live Swamiji Maharaj! Hail, Swaminarayan 
Bhagwan!” 


When he was being served in the house, members of 
the family were overjoyed. The enthusiasm of the hostess 
was beyond description, She came to serve Shreeji 
Bhagwan with fresh milk 


He drank it with much joy and satisfaction 
“How sweet! How delicious!!” he exclaimed 


“Then have more, Maharaj! saying this she poured 
more into the vessel, 


And he drank it delightedly praising the sweetness of 
the milk. But after a time when she came to know that it 
was butter-milk not milk—her heart almost sank! She 
asked his pardon, with utmost remorse, tears rolling 
down her face. 


“No, my daughter! | never thought that it was 
‘Chhas.’ I enjoyed it as milk onlyl!! Love turns everythin; 
into ambrosia.” a 


Nothing is more noble, nothing more venerable, 
than fidelity. 
— CICERO 


Fidelity is almost undefinable. You can give only examples: You 
can be faithful to your God, guru, parent, beloved, friend, master or 
even servant; ...... and sacrifice yourself! 


The man was convicted and all the evidence was 
against him. He was one of the most faithful subjects of 
King James. He had donated almost all his riches to sup- 
port him. But ultimately William Ill became the King. After 
he was enthroned King, William started to investigate into 
the matter and one by one found out the conspirators. 


Everybody thought that the arch conspirator, this 
aristocrat, would either be hanged or thrown into the tor- 
ture cell. He was asked to stand before the King in the 
presence of his ministers, officers and important citizens 
of the capital, Ofcourse, everybody was sure of the 
punishment, The accused had no doubt about the judge- 
ment. He was mortally afraid of his terrible death. King 
William stared at him piercingly. Then he looked around 
and said loudly: 


“I honour the person who is faithful to his fallen 
master in the face of dire consequences that would lead 
‘one to sure death. I appreciate your fidelity. I know you 
have ruined yourself financially to help your master, How 
can I punish one who is so noble and brave? One should 
be his friend rather than foe.” 


The King then ordered to bum all the documents that 
were produced against the accused. 


a lo Sa I) 
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= Even if you do not see GOD, He always sees 


jou 
3 — ANON 


However loud one may be in praying and worshipping God, he 
rarely does it from the bottom of his heart. Many a time it is merely 
lip-service. The prayers are recited and sung as a matter of routine. 


He goes to a temple. Worships God. Performs rituals. Bows 
down reverentially at His feet for a hundred times! 
And yet he returns empty-handed, spiritually. 


Swami Sharananand, founder of the “Manav-Seva- 
Sangh’, totally blind, was a great devotee of Lord 
Krishna. 


He once asked his disciples to take him to the 
famous Temple of ‘Banke-Bihari-Mandir’, Vrindavan, 
They gladly carried out his wish. In the huge congrega- 
tion there was a young man who grumbled loudly: 

“Why should this man come here, when he can't see 
anything?” 

“Who knows?” joined another: “He unnecessarily 
overcrowds here!” 

“Yes! He could as well stay at home and ..... 

Swami overheard it and broke in: 


“Yes! I cannot see Him because I am blind, but He is 
not! He would certainly see that I have come here. What 
else should | crave for nowl...... My son, the very first 
thing a man should do is to have complete faith in his 
God. He is omniscient and knows everything about you 
thoroughly well”. 


CSN 22nd SEPTEMBER 


T have ever held it a maxim, never to do through 
another what it was possible for me to do 
myself. 


— MONTESQUIEU 


Only the weak and the invalid has a right to be helped by others. 


“Now, from where can | get this book? It is indispen- 
sable for an important reference for my article!” murmured 
‘Swami Satyanand. 


The Swami was a great scholar in the subject for 
which he was writing a research paper. This reference 
book was not available at Mount Abu where he was stay- 
ing in a cave. It was his bounden vow not to ask money 
from anyone. The book cost five rupees. The Swami 
naturally didn't have even a small amount. He then decid- 
ed to go to a nearby village to earn that much money as a 
labourer. 


But nobody would employ him as a labourer if he 
looked for a job in a Swami’s garb. So he had discarded 
his Swami’s robe and put on an ordinary dress. By hard- 
labour he earned the required amount in three or four days 
and returned happily to his cave in Abu. 


‘Some of his disciples were really worried about him 
when they could not find him in his cave consecutively for 
four to five days! 


“Where had you been Swamiji for so many days? We 
were very anxious about you!” 


“Thad gone to do some penance which was very im- 
portant for my present ‘Sadhana’” said the Swami with a 
smile, 


23rd SEPTEMBER Ns 


True bravery proposes a just end; measures the 
dangers and meets the results with calmness 
and unyielding decision. 

—LA NONE 


A man, especially a leader must rise to the occasion to keep the 
honour of his country and the high office he holds at all costs! 


There was a feud going on between America and 
Mexico when Mr. Woodrow Wilson was the President of 
America. It was both long-drawn and irritating. 


During this war the American sea-force was playing 
an important part. In one of the innumerable fights the 
U.S.A, Marine had won and captured the famous port city, 
Vera Cruz. This important Mexican city was one of the 
main targets for the U.S. Forces. 


America was jubilant over the victory and was 
celebrating it enthusiastically. At the same time the bodies 
of the Americans who had lost their lives during the skir- 
mish were brought to New York for a grand funeral. 


President Wilson had decided to participate in it as 
the chief mourner, 


“It is dangerous, Mr. President!” advised his friends: 
“There is a rumour that several plots are hatched for your 
assassination.” 


“Well! It might be only a rumour as you said!” said the 
President 


“It is better if you are here in Washington D.C., Mr. 
President!” insisted another group of well-wishers: “New 
York is not safe!” Then added: “America cannot afford to 
lose her President.” 


“Neither can she afford to have a coward for her Pres- 
dient,” replied President Wilson, 


And the President did lead the funeral procession in 


New York. 


,__24th SEPTEMBER 


Only the ignorant would say: I have done this, I 
have done that. 
— NARSIMH MEHTA 


Nothing in this world could ever be done by anyone single- 
handed; for every thing one does — he is directly or indirectly helped 
by the past or present endeavours of others. 


Marian Anderson, a great contralto, was always ad- 
mired for singing. Her deep low-toned voice (contralto) 
was the nation’s asset. 


Wherever she went she was surrounded by music- 
lovers and critics praising her artistic talents. She would 
reply to them politely, 


“Well, we try our best!” 


“It is our sincere endeavour to do justice to the great 
art of music!” 


Marian Anderson never used the personal T’ while 
talking about herself. Instead she always used ‘we’ or ‘our’ 
with reference to herself. When somebody asked her 
about this strange usage, she replied: 


“One realises, the longer one lives, that there is no 
particular thing one can do alone!” 


‘Then giving the example of her own art she con- 
tinued: 


“With the execution of the work we do, there are 
many people involved — those who wrote the music, 
those who made the piano on which the accompanist 
plays, the accompanist who actually lends support to the 
performance!” 


She said with feeling and respect for the people who 
help to make the whole programme a grand success. She 
said further: 


“Even the voice, the breath, the everything — It's not 
your doing,” She said philosophically: “That's why the T in 
it is very small, after all!” 


25th SEPTEMBER ») 


To him no high, no low, no great, no small; 
He fills, He bounds, connects and equals all! 


— POPE 


Perhaps the only way to be blessed by His infinite compassion is 
to pray. And you are sure to receive! 


“Will you please hand over this small bundle to any 
convict who is condemned to death?” requested a small 
girl to the jailor of a Japanese prison. ‘ 


“Yes, child!” said the officer. 


The bundle contained a religious book and letter. In 
her letter she had written; 


. please pardon me to write this way. | am a 
small girl studying in a primary school! ... I have read 
recently that God loves all as His children; whether we are 
good or bad. He always forgives us because He loves us! 
‘So keep heart. He is with you!” 

The condemned man wrote from his ‘Death cell’; 
“Thank you little child. 


It is very sweet and kind of you to think of us like this 
—Iam sure this letter is not only for me but for all sinners 
2 me, 


Yes, child! I am a sinner of the worst type. | have 
murdered three persons. But, after reading your little letter 
Tam sure that God in his infinite kindness will forgive me. 
He will be kind to this erring child. 


Before your letter I was afraid to face my Gad. Now, | 
know that He will have mercy on me. | pray to Him for 


forgiveness. God bless you always.” 


“—~ 


Lo~ back 
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Wealth is nature's gift — do not hoard it, 
— SUGGESTED 


Hoarding of anything essential is anti-social. The more indispen- 
sable it is the more offensive it could be! 


Individuals have no right over them! 


“Please tell me, what can I do for you, Guruji?” 


“Nothing, Maharaj!” said Mahatma Kautsa to King 
Raghu by whose name the ‘Raghu-Dynasty’ (Raghu- 
Kula) isknown. 


“Guryji!” said Raghu, “Kindly, tell me frankly, why 
have you visited my capital? There must be some 
reason.” 


“Raghurej!” said Kautsa, “I wanted one crore 
golden coins, which I promised as ‘Guru-Dakshina’ to 
my guru Kulpati Varatantu. But it is alright! | see that after 
your recent Rajsuya-Yajna you have spent your last 
cowrie distributing the entire wealth of your Royal 
treasury to your subjects.” 


“That does not maiter!” Raghu told him. “Please, 
stay here for three days and I will get it for you!” 


The King, then, went straight to Kuber — God's 

Treasurer — with unfathomable wealth lying idle. From 

him,King Raghu brought immense wealth after defeating 
him in fierce battle. 


He dumped the wealth before Kautsa and requested 
him to take all. 

“No, Maharaj! 1 will not take anything less or 
anything more than one crore of suvara mudras.” 

King Raghu then gathered up the remaining coins 
and wealth in a big bundle and went to Kuber — 
Bhandari and retumed it. While thanking him he had told 
him: 


“Here is your wealth from which neither Kautsa nor I 
personally wanted anything at all!” 


Va 
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God hath sworn to lift on high who sinks 
himself by true humility. 


— KEBLE 


To be compassionate for others is the religion of heart — and 
religion is higher than that of the heart! 


Why are you crying, Beta?” asked Mahavirprasad 
Dwivedi, the well-known Hindi writer and scholar, to a 
young boy who was sobbing in the midst of a crowd, 


The writer had to push himself through the crowd to 
reach the boy. Nobody in the crowd cared for the boy. 
‘The author went near the boy and asked him the same 
question 

“[ have been stung by a serpent, Babuii,” said the boy 
in between sobs. 


“Where has it stung you, son!” 


“Here, Babuj.” said the boy showing him his bleeding 
leg.” It pains me very much 


“Get me a string, please!” appealed Mahavirprasedii 
to the people around: “Please hurry... ..” 


“Don't you touch him, Babuijl” said someone. “He is 
an untouchable: Do not go near him,” 

“Untouchable? So whatt” said the author, taking out 
his shirt and then his ‘Yinopavita’ — the Sacred Thread: 
and said while tying the string over his leg: “Do not wony, 
Beta! You will be alright.” 


“What are you doing, Brahmin Babu?” said one of the 
crowd, horrified: “You will rot in hell. God will never 
forgive you for this grave sin.” 

“Let Him not!" said Dwivediji: “I myself consider un- 
touchability as a heinous crime. 


He then sucked the blood from the wound and took 
him to the hospital for further treatment where he was 


thoroughly cured, 
Ns 


28th SEPTEMBER 


It is the secret sympathy, 

The silver link, the silken tie, 

Which heart to heart, and mind to mind 
In body and in soul can bind. 


— SIR WALTER SCOTT 


True love exists beyond the bounds of body and earth. It's silken 
tie fuses two hearts, minds and souls into one! 


Jack Benny was a famous American comedian, He 
was very successful in the ‘Vaudeville’ shows where a 
general compact variety programme of entertainment con- 
sisting of singing, dancing, short-plays, music etc. were 
performed, He was also a very popular Radio, Television 
and Cine artist. 


He had a fine sense of humour and never missed a 
chance to laugh with others! 


Once while refusing payment from a charitable In- 
stitution he said: 


“But just in case I were accepting money, how much 
would I have been refusing?” 


“You name it, Sir!” said the chairman of the Institu- 
tion, 


“Will a million dollars be alright?” suggested the com- 
edian. 


And everybody laughed happily. 


After Benny's death at the ripe age of eighty in 1974, 
next morning, his widow Mary received a long stemmed 
beautiful rose from a local florist without a card. 


The same thing happened on the second day. And 
the third. . .! When Mary enquired with the florist he said: 


“it was according to Mr. Benny/s instruction 
sometime back, Madam! He had told me to do it tll you 
live and had already made a provision for it in his will” 


= 
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Swim or sink, live or die, survive or perish with 
my country was my unalterable determination. 


— JOHN ADAMS 


There is no religion greater than patriotism. It is based upon 
human dignity, justice, duty and right. Patriotism can't be compromis- 
ed even ai the cost of life. 


His name was Stules. He was an old German farmer. 
The conquering French army captured him. 


“Prisoner, now that you are captured you are suppos- 
ed to wear prison-uniform,” ordered the Jailor: “By the 
way, what's your name?” 


“Stules, | am a German Farmer,” replied the prisoner. 


“Alright, Stules! Take this uniform.” He said while 
handing him over the clothes 


He took this uniform and instantly handed it back in- 
dignantly: “Nol” he said: “I won't have it.” 


“Why?” barked the jailor: “Come on now, wear it im- 
mediately. This is a prison, understand!” 


“Yes, | understand it well. But I will not wear it as itis 
not made of German cloth,” asserted Stules firmly. 


“Shut up, you fool! Do you want to die? Obey the 
orders or face the noose.” 


“Lam adamant about it. | will die gladly for the love 
and honour of my country,” said Stules the German 
farmer. 


And according to the prison rules the French sentenc- 
ed him to be hanged. 


“What's your final wish, Stules?” asked the jailor. 


“My only wish is that my body should be wrapped in a 
German-cloth!” said the farmer from Germany: “.. . and 


in no other clot it clear?” 


a 
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No one can disgrace us but ourselves. 
— JOSIAH HOLLAND 


Honour lies in your own hands. You can keep it well only if you 


are true to your ownself 


“May Iequest you Sir, to do me a favour?” whispered 
Napoleon to Goethe: “That would bring you more fame 
and more money”. 


“What is it, Your Majesty?” asked the great poet. 


“You have to write a poem eulogizing the Tsar, 
Emperor of Russia, He is sitting on my right as you on the 
left. You have to give it to me today and we will read it out 
to him at the ‘Evening Ball.” 


“Please pardon me, Sir! | never write a poem like that. 
You will have to excuse me.” 


It's very strange,” said the Emperor of France: “In our 
country every King was presented with numerous eulogies 
and the poets benefited from it. King Louis XIV was 
eulogized to such an extent that his poets were very rich 
and powerfull” 

“Well,” Gotthe shrugged his shoulders: *,.... even 
those poets must be feeling a bit unhappy for not being 
true to their muse! A poet worth the name would not 
eulogize a mortal man — ordinary or extraordinary, a 
pauper or a prince.” 


pes When the evening ball was over Napolean told 


“Your Majesty, here is a great poet of Germany. He is 
the famous poet Goethe, He is a man of principle and self- 
respect. Such poets are a nation’s treasure.” 


Our Life is a pilgrimage 
through day and night, 
through green valley and 
arid desert, through tears 
‘and smiles, through death 
and birth, through tomb and 
womb. When the road ends 
and the goal is gained, 

the pilgrim realises that 

he has journeyed from only 
himself to himself and that, 
though the road was long 
and lonesome, the God that 
led him thereon was ever 

in him, around him, with 
him and beside him. His 
yearning to merge in God 
was the yearning of the 
river for the sea, He 
realises that he loves 

since the God in him is 
love, he craves for harmony 
since God is harmony, he 
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Itis only when men begin to worship GOD that 
they begin to grow. 


— CALVIN COOLIDGE 


Many a time art is the reflection not only of the artist but also of 
the one for whom itis created! 


A divine subject creates divine art—poetrys music...etc. in a true 
devotee-cum-artist! 


Once Tansen, one of the greatest musicians of the 
world, was singing a nice Bhajan before Akbar — the 
greatest of the Moghuls 


He liked it so much that he asked Tansen: 


“Please tell me, my friend, who has taught you this 
wonderful bhajan? The tune is as great as the meaning of 
the bhajan.” 


“It was taught to me by my Guru Haridas.” said 
Tansen, 


“Tansen, can you take me to your Guru... 


“Yes, Jahanpanah!” replied Tansen: “Let's go now. 
lam also very eager to meet him.” 


Both of them went to his place and heard the 
heavenly, melodious voice of Baba Haridas. They went 
near his hut slowly so that he would not be disturbed by 
them. He was singing the same bhajan. 


But there was a world of difference! Akbar and 
Tansen were totally lost in the great music, the great 
singer and the great bhajan! When it was over Akbar 
asked Tansen : 


“This was much better than when you sang to me.” 


“Yes, Sir! He was singing to Jagadishwar (Lord of the 
Universe) while ] was to Delhishwara (Lord of Delhi). That 
makes the difference, my lord!” 
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Oh, God! Reform thy world beginning with me! 
— CHINESE SAYING 


Introspection at every step, at every moment, acquaints one to 
one’s own-self and God. Gandhiji’s greatness was built upon such 
intense and honest introspection! 


“What is it made of?” Gandhiji asked his associate 
after eating a sweet-ball 


“Oh, they are dry-fruits crushed to fine powder with 
few slices of dates and a little olive-oil to mix it all...” 


“Which dry-fruits, Ravjibhai?” Ravjibhai had come 
to see him at the HardwarKumbha-Mela 1915, where 
Gandhiji with his volunteers and Ashramites had come 
to keep the Holy Town neat and clean during the huge 
fair, 


“They are Almonds, Cashewnuts, Pistachios, 
Cardamom...” 
“Anything else...” asked the Mahatma . | 


“Yes, these fruits — Mangoes, Bananas, Apples. . .” 

“Enough...” Gandhiji could not bear it further: “T 
wanted to live on ordinary fruits... not the luxury. It’s 
better if | eat a ‘Jowar-rotalo’ and a piece of mirchi....! 
That's the proper poor man’s food. That one is very 
costly. No, we can't afford it in this poor country.” 


He paused for a while in deep thought and declared 
“Henceforward I would have only five things in my 
meal!” Then clarified; “A ‘thing’ means an ingredient — 
salt, milk, a cardamom grain . . . will be things!” | 
Everybody was quiet at that time 
“And I will have only one meal..... in the morning 
only! These are my vows taken in this holy place." 
“How can we have so much where so many are so 
hungry every day.” 
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Anger is momentary madness; so control your 
Passion or it will control you. 


— HORACE 


The moment one is angry, he loses his battle. In anger one 
automatically proves that he cannot argue, even if he has many 
arguments up his sleeves 


“What have you studied, my son? You have been stu- 
dying so long from Gino. I'd like to know some important 
things that you have known by now.” 


“Well, I have learned something,” said Aritrius 


“But tell me in detail” insisted the father. “Td like to 
know what exactly you have learned.” 


“Didn't I tell you Father, that I have learned 
something? How can I give you al the details about it right 
now?,” replied the son in an airy manner. His way of 
answering was definitely offending, 


The father got wild and slapped him. He wondered 
what had happened to the boy. He was so good, so in- 
telligent and well-mannered that his behaviour today was 
only baffling. 

“Behave yourself and answer me to the point,” said 
the father wildly. 


“| have tried my level best to explain, Father!” 


‘The father became very angry and slapped him again. 
Aritrius still didn't say a word further, The father went on 
hitting him black and blue till he himself was tired. But the 
son wouldn't utter a single offending word. He quietly 
accepted the punishment. At last, the father asked the 
same question wearily. 


“Father, my teacher taught me not to be angry at all.” 


“You have learnt well my son!"said the father happily. 


4th OCTOBER 


Those who object to wit are envious of it 
— HAZLITT 


‘Wit' is to say something, with reference to the topic concerned, 
very quickly, sharply and intelligently, 


The best way to deal with itis to enjoy and forget it! 


“If you don't study Sanskrit, you won't know Guiarati!” 
said the teacher to a student of Matriculation who 
wanted to change from the Sanskrit class to the Gujarati 
one. 


“If every one does that Sir, whom will you teach 
Gujarati?” retorted the pupil wittily 


The teacher could not digest it and punished him to 
write the first hundred ‘Pads’ — Multiplication Tables 
(from 1 to 10) for two hundred times. In Gujarati, ‘Pado? 
means — 1. A he-buffalo 2. A multiplication Table 


Next day on inquiry, the pupil said with a twinkle in 
his eyes: “One of the ‘Padas’ was very naughty, He ran 
away from the compound and the remaining followed 
him!" 


Furiously the teacher asked him to bring the 
imposition next day. 


That day,he gave him a piece of paper on which it 
was written “Two hundred ‘Padas'!” The teacher then 
dragged him to the Head-Master who heard both the 
sides. The pupil’s argument was that it was childish and 
useless to write for two hundred times those elementary 
‘Tables! He would have written any other thing that 
might have been useful to him. 


‘The Head-Master laughed away the whole thing and 
let him off! 


The boy was none other than Sardar Patel — the 
ablest administrator as well as the Iron Man of India who 


after partition unified India by amalgamating hundreds of 


big and small native states into our Nation! / 
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Expedients are for the hour; principles are for 
the ages. 


— H.W. BEECHER 


To follow the chosen path of a principle is to walk on fire. One can 
be sure of getting blistered if not completely but. 


He was a historian; and was proud of it, His ideal was 
not to pollutethe facts of life and its events. Truth,the only 
truth and nothing but the truth was the motto of his life 
and work. 


Another principle that was dear to him was his own 
individual freedom. He, Anketil, was a prominent member 
of a group of persons of similar thought. 


‘They did not believe in the monarchy of the great 
Napoleon Bonaparte. Consequently, they were in the 
blacklist of the Imperial Government of France. Anketil 
was the target of the Government's high-handedness. At 
the same time the Emperor himself was interested in con: 
verting the great historian to his side, 


Napoleon sent many feelers to Anketil to favour the 
French Government and its benevolent rule; but the man 
remained true to himself and his principles. All these 
resulted in his abject poverty about which he never 
bothered. He was happy with his meagre meals which 
could hardly keep his body and soul together. 


*You might carry on well in good health with almost 
no income, but what will happen when you'll be sick?,” 
asked the friend anxiously. 


“One who doesn’t need money when living, why 
should he need it when he is dying?, replied the great 
historian, 


Anything done for another is done for one’s 
own satisfaction. 


— POPE BONIFACE VIII 


A noble deed executed with the intention to oblige, goes wasted 
as far as you are concerned! 


Good deeds on their own make you happier than the others for 
whom they were done! 


The great man was heading fast for the Senate 
meeting. He suddenly asked the coach-man to stop at 
once, 


“Yes, sic!” said the coach-man pulling up the horses. 
The presidential coach halted with a jerk 


“Go back a few yards, please!” the President re: 
quested him. 


As the coach approached a slushy pit, President 
George Washington alighted from it and went there in a 
huny. 


In the muddy pit a young pig was struggling hard to 
come out. The president had seen it from his coach a 
moment before and he could not go further. 


Slowly and carefully, unmindful of his clothes, he 
pulled out the squealing pig. With utmost joy the pig gave 
a final muddy splash to the President's carefully washed 
and pressed suit and jumped out from his hands. 


The coach-man looked aghast at the complete ruin 
of his dress: “Pardon me, sir! | would have done it... Sir!” 


“Thank you!” said the President “| did it for my own 
sake. I could not bear its misery. That made me 
unhappy. So to be free from my unhappiness I saved 
aa 
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“Now to the ‘Senate’ my man! We are already late!” 


Giving is true having ! 


— SPURGEON 


To help someone is something very good, but not to reveal your 
identity especially to the beneficiary is really great-indeed! 


The Phaeton was brought to the doorsteps of the 
mansion. A gentleman entered it. At the same time an 
old man came and asked him: 


“I want to meet the owner of the mansion, You see, 
a marriage has been arranged for my daughter but | 
haven't money enough for that. | want him to help me in 
this case so that this important event could be happily 
celebrated.” 


“Please, come with me. | am going to his office only. 
Til introduce you to him, I am sure everything will be all 
right.” 


Alter sometime they reached Chittaranjan 
Locomotive Works. The gentleman told him to wait. 
Then a Company clerk came with the necessary amount 
and handed it over to the man, saying: 


“Here it is, Sahib has sent Rs. 500/— for your 
daughter's marriage.” 
“But I want to meet Chittaranjan Das, at least to 


thank him. | haven't yet met him? 


“But the gentleman with whom you have amived 
here was none other than Deshbandhu Das himself. It is 
he who has sent this money to you.” 


The poor man hardly believed his ears that he had 
been in the company of such a great man — and he did 
not allow him to know about it! 


SS 


Charity is virtue of the heart, 
and not of the hands. 
— ADDISON 


greatest work of charity. 


The old lady, in her unkempt and tattered and tom 
garments, eniered the hall. She is really poor! — thought 
Buker J, Washington the great Negro Leader: Why 
should she have come here? She is also a Negro like us. 


“Please, be seated!” said the great Negro-Leader: 
“What can I do for you, Grannie?” 


“Nothing, son! not a thing, my boy!” said the old lady 
with a smile. 


“Then ..... * said Buker J. Washington: 
“... What's it? 


“Lhave come to know that you are collecting contribu- 
tion from people for a school.” 


“Yes, Grannie!” said the Negro leader: “It is a big task 
but by blessings of elderly people like you, we will be able 
to reach our target. Rich people are contributing very 
handsomely. . .” 


“OhI" sighed the old Negro lady: “Oh! .. .” 
“What is it, Grandma?” he asked anxiously. 


“Son! [have come here to donate my humble mite to 
this wonderful task.” 


“You are most welcome, Grannie..... 


“Mine will be the poorest of all and yet it is the only 
thing I could contribute .....” Then she opened up 
carefully a paper bag taking out six eggs. “Please, accept 
them. I haven't got any money, son! Hence, these 
eggs.....” 


“Thank you, Grannie mine!” said the great man with 
moist eyes: “This'ts the biggest donation ever!” 
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Many a time a small amount or just award, half murmered, is the 
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Self help is the best help. 
-— PROVERB 


To seek others help for our work is immoral, unless we are 
incapacitated! 


And for all practical purposes self-help is the best — as those 
who come to aid, do it at their awn convenience, naturally! 


Itwas winter, Very cold, indeed! 


This season it was much more severe. Now is the 
proper time to harvest. And harvesting makes you warm 
the very thought of it 


“Come on, my son!” said the farmer to his son: 
“Let's start harvesting now — it’s the season, you know?” 


“When do you want to start it,Father?” 
“Anyday! Earlier the better!” then after a thought he 


added: “Tell all in our neighbourhood to meet together 
here in our field.” 


“Alright, Father!” said the son surveying the very 
fine crop around him. 


At that very time the infant quail bird was hearing the 
conversation between the farmer and his son, It related it 
to the mother quail. 

“Don't worry, child! Nothing will happen. They are 
not going to reap tomorrow and destroy us and our nest! 1 | 
assure you of that!” 


Nothing happened the next day. Nobody met in the 
farmer's field, After that the father advised the son to re~ 
mind his relatives to help in the harvesting. Nothing 
was done. 

Day after, the baby told the mother that both 


father and son had decided to do the job themselves. 
“Now”, said the mother, “the task will surely be done. Let 


us fly away, this very moment!” 
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Tonly regret that I have but one life to lose for 
my country. 


(Last words. 1776) 
—NATHAN HALE 


The martyrdom of revolutionaries like Azad show us how much 
India was exploited by the despotic British Rule. 


“Why do you keep the Gita all the time with you, 
wherever you go, Azad!” asked a fellow revolutionary 
and close friend of Chandrashekhar Azad, the immortal 
martyr whose name wes a terror to the British officials 
throughout the country. 


“Why do you want to know, Bhai-jaan?” asked 
. Azad in a lighter mood instead of replying him, Then ad- 
ded: “Because | have full faith in its teachings. You as a 

Muslim will appreciate it quite well, isn’t it?” 


Then continued in a serious mood: 


“[ keep the Gita and a pistol together witn me. The 
Gita teaches me not to spare the ‘atatayis Do you know 
its meaning! ‘Atatayi’ is one who kills innocent people, 
commits arson, molests women, illegally takes over other's 
land ....! He should be killed. It will be a mortal sin if you 
don't punish them. These plunderers of people must be 
wiped out from the surface of the earth .,..!” He paused | 
for a while and continued: “For their destruction even 


“And this pistol .....?” asked the friend with a smile. 


“For my protection and if need be to finish-off those | 
white plunderers of people!” — laughed Chan. 
drashekhar Azad. | 


After this small memorable incident, Azad was mar- 
tyted by those hated Atatayi-s. 
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Every human is human. 


— LONGFELLOW 


(To be kind is basically natural to man, It is only the cir- 
cumstances that make a person hard core. One has only to rise above 
them to be compassionate. ) 


Tarakant Roy returned to his bungalow at midnight 
from an important nee with the King and straight 
away went to his 


‘There he saw his valet slumbering over the edge of 
his bed. Tarakant was a very kind and benevolent master, 
Even as a high official in the state hierarchy he was not at 
all proud of his position, but remained humble and polite. 


So when he saw his servant almost sleeping in his 
bed, he quietly took out a ‘chaddar’ from the cupboard 
and spread it on the floor, for himself to sleep over. In the 
meantime without disturbing his servant, he slept on 
soundly till day break. When the King of his state barged 
into his bedroom for a very important and urgent work he 
was shocked to see his most trusted and favourite high of. 
ficial sleeping on the floor and the servant on the bed. 


“What is this, Roy Saheb?” asked the King, with 
astonished amusement: *. . . you on the floor and the ser- 


vant on the bed...” 


“Yes, your Highness!” replied Tarekant: “When I 
returned home at micinight this poor man had slumped 
over the edge of the cot and I had no heart to disturb the 


tired man’s sleep” 


“You are really great, my dear friend” said the King. 


‘OBER 


dustice is Truth in action, 
— DISRAELI 


Truth and justice go hand in hand or to be exact it can be said 
that they are the two sides of the same coin! Or let’s say: Justice is 
Truth manifested! 


This happened at Smarna town in Asia minor. 


“Listen, Mr. Grocer!" said one of the customers in 
the town’s crowded market: “Just now, an hour before, 
some Government Inspectors have come to check others! 
You take care of yourself.....” 


“Well, | have not to worry! My conscience is 
clear...” 


| “If you have any!” quipped someone else: “What 
about your weights? Are they proper?” 


“Yes, Yes!” replied the big Grocer arrogantly: “Who 
are you to bother about it?” 


“Ifnot he, Sir] am to bother you for it!” intercepted a 
young Government officer: “Please show me the 
weights!" 


“But...” the Grocer glanced at him shocked: “You 
you ask me that???" 
"Yes, Father! I order you thal.” replied the officer, 
then added sadly: “You did not mend your ways, Father, 
even though I warned you the other day!” 


“But, son, of all the persons you would get me fined 
for hundreds of asharafis and twenty canes below the 
soles of my bare feet? My son... thisis.... sin!” 


“Forgive me Father! Not to do my duty to the state is 
more of asin as] had already warned you before.” 


And when the Grocer was brought on a stretcher, 
next day after the punishment, the son tended his feet 
with his own hands, sobbing all the time! 
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Remember, you are an actor! .....Act your part 
with honour. 


— EPICTETUS 


We are all players delegated by the Almighty to this world with 
certain roles to play! 


So, play them well — whether they are tragic, comic or both! 
yes, play well! Honourably well!! 


It was Mulji Asharam, a great actor of yester-years of 
the Gujarat State, who was playing King Bhartruhari — 
the famous Monarch turned ascetic of the entire Malav- 
Pradesh of Ceniral India — at Bhavnagar. 


That day the whole house was appreciating his 
wonderful performance, including the King of the State 
of Bhavnagar. 


The play was “Raja Bhartruhari”, played at Phav- 
nagar in the august presence of the King 


“Well done!” applauded the King: “Very well done! 
Shabbash!” 

And in appreciation he gaily threw on the stage his 
golden anklet. The audience clapped heartily for their 
King’s appreciative gesture. 

But suddenly the Bairagi Raja (Asectic King) 
Bhartruhari threw the precious golden ornament back to 
the King shouting, eyes red with anger: 


“Take it back, Raja! | am Bhartruhari — King of 
kings. The Monarch of Malava — having ninety two lakh 
towns and villages as my subjects and you....? you are 
the Lord of a mere eighteen hundred villages! | am 
Bhartruhari... dare you present me an anklet!” Then 
added after a pause: “King! 1 won't accept your present 
now, but I will be your humble servant when [ finish my 
‘Part’! But at present you are my protectorate...” 


The King left the theatre furiously and ordered the 
Dramatic company to leave the State before morning! 


wh 14th OCTOBER 15th OCTOBER »), 
<n OCTOBER ———— 
ss ARE 


Let justice be done though the heavens fall. An enterprise when fairly once begun, should 
_ WILLIAM WATSON not be left till all that ought is won. 
— SHAKESPEARE 


In every civilised society there are some fundamental rights — 


including that of Freedom which should be protected at any cost. Constant endeavour with sincerity of purpose is imperative for 


wordly success — and so it is for spiritual ! 
Their violation is injustice. And not only to get but to give is also 4 ie SEER Dement | 


an equally important duty. 


Eknath — later on ‘Sant’ Eknath — was very happy 
when he began serving Shri Janardan Swami, the saintly 
Gavel Devgadh. He considered himself lucky to 
Serve such a pious man. Similarly Janardan Swami was 
Iran in the days of yore. also quite satisfied with Eknath’s services. 

Both the countries were fighting with each other 
furiously. Neither of them were relenting in any way. A 
slight weakness on either side would be suicidal — and “My son, | have decided that you should keep my 
none of them would forgive anybody who had committed household accounts from tomorrow.” 


the slightest mistake. . 
Once, in G: the Wick eaten A Eventhough I have no experience in this field, 1 will 
Fa see et Ngee eprere aee Oru ta lo it with utmost care and sincerity!” replied 
before a temple. People from all walks of life had incerity!” replied Eknath. 
gathered there and were shouting for a Greek military 
official named Posenius! 


A great war was being waged between Greece and 


Once he summoned him to his room and said: 


From the next day he started working meticulously, 
in a room adjacent to Janardan Swami’ living quarters 
oie Ne 1 si Once he was very much troubled by a small mistake of 
you coward! Come out one paise only. After a day and night's head-splitting 

labour the mistake was found out. In sheer joy he rushed 
to danardan Swami’s quarters and told him the news in 
the ‘Brahma:-Muhurta (Pre-dawn hours). 


“Come out you traitor,....! Leave the temple” 
people shouted at the top of their voice. Posenius had 
stealthily helped the Iranians and was caught red- 


handed. They were after his blood and wanted to kill him “Well done, my boy!” said the saintly Governor: 
on the spot. But Polenius hid himself in a temple and “Ultimately you could solve the tangle by working over it 
closed its big doors from inside. continuously for a day and night!” 
According to the Greek law no one could be "Yes, Si 

dragged out and killed. The people decided to seal the 3 

temple’s door with stones. And in the melee an old “I wish you pray to God with the same sincerity and 
woman came forward and said: dice Tt would lead you to your ultimate goal and salva- 

lon! 


“Let me put the first stone there. | am his mother!...” 
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Eknath bowed down to him gratefully and followed 
the path of infinite ecstasy. 
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Woodman, spare that tree! 
Touch nota single bough! 
In youth it sheltered me, 
And I'll protect it now! 


— GEORGE MORRIS 


Man's mute but bountiful friend is the tree. It shelters you, 
sustains you and your family. It is your friend and your relative. 


It is dependable — for you, for your environment, your nation 
and for the universe .... at large!! 


The Shahenshah of Hindustan, Badshah Aurangzeb 
was in his Darbar-e-Khas surrounded by his ministers, 
commanders, mullas and many other ‘Darbaris’ 

Then a special messenger entered making deep 
salaam to His Majesty and stood before him. Aurangzeb 
asked him the reason for his coming. 


“Jahanpanah, I have come from Srinagar” 
“What is it?” 
“T have been asked to Inform you, Sir, that there was 


a big fire on the outskirts of the city and the Masjid has 
been damaged.” 


“Oh! But what about that lovely chinar tree that was 
in the compound of the Masjid? Has it been damaged? | 
hope fire has not touched it” 

“No, Sir” said the messenger: “By God’s grace it has 
been saved. The winds were blowing on the opposite 
direction.” 

“Thank God!” said Aurangazeb with a sigh of relief. , 


A Mullah sitting near the throne of the Emperor, 
leaned towards him and whispered: 


“Pardon me, your Majesty; we are very proud of 
your love for nature, but what about the Masjid?” 


The Emperor smiled and told him: “Mullaji, a Masjid 
can be rebuilt or a new one erected, but a chinar will take 


years to grow, Do you understand?” 
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Adversity is the trial of leadership. 
— FIELDING 


A leader who suffers along with his rank and file ultimately gets 


through the crisis however deep and difficult it may be 


It was the last week of April, 1946. 


Netaji Subhash Bose was rushing towards Bangkok 
from Rangoon in trucks with ladies of the Jhansi-ki-Rani 
regiment of the Indian National Army. 


After a few kilometres the trucks got stuck in the 
slushy roadway in a thick forest, ‘The torrential rains had 
turned the matter worse. 


Now they would have to reach their destination on 
foot. The British Army was following them and Netaji and 
his army had to hide themselves either in the forest or in a 
small unnoticed village. They had to march stealthily at 
night only. They had to go on foot as this wing of the In- 
dian National Army had few vehicles with them, 


Netaji was also marching with his commandos and 
soldiers. He had foot- sores and wounds which 
made it very difficult for him to walk. Some foot-sores 
were oozing blood. And yet he never complained and was 
forcefully keeping therm company although hobbling. 


A Japanese officer could not keep quiet and re- 
quested him: 


“It's enough Sir, for you! Why do you suffer so much 
when we still have a staff car with us.” 


“No, thank you!” said Netaji: “I won't do that. How 
can | travel ina car when my own soldiers are trudging on 
their own feet?” 


Good to forgive, best to forget. 
— BROWNING 


I. ss It is difficult to forgive a wrong done to you — and yet by stronger 
will it is possible; but to forget the whole episode requires a super 
human effort and the noblest of heart, 


“Can I have your manuscript for a few days, my dear 
friend?” asked John Stuart Mill, the great philosopher and 
writer, to Thomas Carlyle: “l would like to go through the 
first part of your work: ‘The French Revolution’” 


Carlyle readily gave him the Manuscript and busied 
himself with the work. After some days Mill knocked at 
his door one night and entered the hall in a dazed condt- 
tion. 


“What is it, Mill?” asked Carlyle. 
“My friend,” stammered the philosopher gasping: “I 


am ...I'm sorry, Your manuscript was swept away by 
the maid and destroyed except for a few torn off pages.” 


Carlyle was stunned for a moment. Then gathering 
himself up, he told Mill: 


“Why do you keep standing? Pray, sit down. Well, 
what has happened, has happened! So, don't worry!” 


Mill sat down with a sigh, and went on talking with 
his friend well past midnight, oniy to supress his sorrow 
and shock, Then Carlyle came closer to him, put his hand 
‘on his shoulder and said: 


“Listen, my friend! Now you don't think about it any 
more. You see, it's like this: it is as if the master asked the 
pupil who has written a bad essay to rewrite it with perfec- 
tion.” 
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We can live without our friends, but not without 
our neighbours. 


— PROVERB 


Never has anyone explained in a better way what a true 
neighbour is than the parable given below. A true neighbour is an 
idea which can be explained, not defined 


“Pray, tell us my lord, who can be called a 
neighbour?” A commoner asked Jesus Christ. 


“Well”, replied the Lord. “Ill explain it to you in a 
parable,.. Suppose, somebody was going 
Jerusalem to Jerico. On the way some thieves robbed him 
of everything he had, and injured him. After that they ran 
away leaving him to his fate.” 


The Lord paused for a while. The commoner asked 
him: 


“What happened then, my Lord?” 


“After sometime a priest came along but he didn't 
even look at the injured man, and went past,” continued 
the Lord, “Immediately after that a traveller arrived at that 
place. He saw the injured man and felt compassion for 
him, He immediately opened his bag, took out some 
medicine, and treated him with utmost care and kindness. 
Then he put him on his horse and led him to a nearby 
inn. 


“O, how kind!” said the commoner, 


“Yes, indeed! It was very kind of him,” said the 
Lord, “He not only did that, but requested the owner of 
the inn to take care of the injured man, and gave him 
some money for the purpose. Now, who do you think is 
the real neighbour?” “Yes, Lord. I understand... . . the 
unknown traveller, obviously, is the real neighbour!’ 


Goodness commands respect, not the appeals 
or advice of the high and mighty. 


— ANON 


always considered favourably. 
Others are heard but not noticed! 


Napolean defeated the British army with a crushing 
blow. His victorious army had arrested quite a number of 
British soldiers. 


When the war was over the British Government re- 
quested the French Monarch to free its war-prisoners as 
early as possible for everlasting peace. 


But, Napolean was adamant and not prepared to 
honour the erst-while enemy's request in the least. He 
knew that as in the past, in future also there would be 
many more fights with England — till a final and con- 
clusive war was waged. The present peace pact was only 
a time-gap to prepare for another battle — more fierce 
than before. 


From various quarters, appeals were made to the 
French Monarch to release the British War-prisoners. But 
Napolean would not listen to them. 


After some time a group of his junior commanders 
told him: 


“Sir, even Dr. Jenner is of the opinion that the war 
prisoners should be set free!” 


“Oh, Dr. Jenner — The great scientist who had in: 
vented the vaccine against small-pox?” 


“Yes, your majesty!” said the leader of the group. 


“Alright, then!" said Napolean with great respect for 
the renowned doctor, even though he was British; “Set 
them free. The opinion of a great benefactor of human- 
beings like Dr, Jenner cannot be ignored!” 
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Opinions of those, who have the good of the people at heart, are 


What duty have I left undone, 

or into what new follies run? 
These self-enquiries are the road, 
That lead to virtue and to God! 


— ISAAC WATTS 


Self-analysis makes you conscious of yourself — conscious of 


your good points and bad points, progress or regress. 


Self-analysis or examination is a prayer leading you to 


Godliness! 


‘May I help you, Sir?” asked Shri Dharmanand 
Kausambi to Acharya Triloknath of the ‘Bauddha Vihar’ 
in Brahmadesh (Burma). 


“No, please! said the Acharya (Principal) of the 
Vihar with a smile: “I will have to do it. I have to water 
these plants six-times by fetching water from the river in 
this pitcher.” 


Kausambiji remembered that one who gets-up late in 
the morning has to, as a rule, water the garden-plants 
himself by fetching water from the river. This Bauddha 
Monastry was the best institution to study ‘Pali’ in which 
Bhagwan Buddha had preached his doctrine 


“One has to be always very alert and examine 
himself every moment as to what wrong he has done, and 
how it can be atoned?” Then added: “It is I who have fixed 
up this rule as a disciplinerian, . .. .! | will do it for six 
times more.” 


He paused for some thoughtful moments more and 
said further: 


“That is the only way to progress to higher bliss!” 


Aili 
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The poor are my best patients. God pays for 
them. 


— BOERHAVE 


Goodness is self-propitiating. The satisfaction and undescribable 


joy from it can only be termed God's loveliest blessings. 


& 

“It is very serious!” said the famous surgeon to his 

young patient, a primary teacher in a nearby village: “You 
must be operated today. Here and now!” 


“But, am a poor man, Sir!” said the patient: “I cannot 
afford to pay the operation fees, the hospitalization . . .! It 
is even difficult for me to make both ends meet.” 


“We will discuss it later on, young man!” said the 
surgeon: “First take this note from me to the hospital 
authorities. You will be admitted in the free ward.” 


“Thank you, Doctor-saheb!” said the patient with tear- 
ful eyes: “I would manage to pay your fees as soon as I get 
alright and start working. How much .....?” 


“Oh, five hundred rupees!” said the surgeon a bit 
amused: “You may pay by instalments . .. . . Five rupees 
a month ... 0.k.? Now, off to the hospital!” 


Ras * After his recovery the teacher regularly paid 
the instalments to the doctor. After sending the last in- 
stalments, he received a letter from the surgeon: 


“lam sending you herewith a cheque of Rs. 1000/- 
adding to your amount my awn humble share! I may sug- 
gest that you can help any deserving patient in the same 
way as it happened in your case . . . the cycle would soon 
turn into a philanthropic movement.” 


“Iconceived this idea the moment | received your last 
instalment. Thank God, that you were my patient!” 
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Great works are performed, not by strength, but 
by perserverance. 


— JOHNSON 


One has to overcome many hurdles before completing a great 
task! It could be accomplished only by constant application of one’s 
own self tirelessly, 


Dr, Thomas Kooper, a great scholar and Lexico- 
grapher, was compiling a dictionary single-handed. A 
work that required the patronage and services of a big 
educational-cum-research institution. It also required a 
team work of at least a dozen scholars deeply committed 
to the mission of preparing the dictionary. It would also re- 
quire not a year or two but more than a couple of decades. 


Dr. Kooper laboured continuously for his dictionary 
for about eight years, One day when he went out for some 
important work and returned, he found his wife in his 
study. She appeared to be strangely happy. Dr. Kooper 
looked for his huge pile of written papers — the dic- 
tionary. It was nowhere around, nor at its usual place. 


“Where are my papers?” he asked 
“have burnt them,”’ 
Dr. Kooper stared at her for a few seconds. 


Eight years of his hard labour went into smoke! She 
never really liked his work, and so in a fit of elemental fury 
reduced it to ashes. 


“Don't worry,” said Kooper with absolute calm to his 
wife: “Tll do it again. And | will live for eight more years to 
finish it as I have decided not to die till then,” and added, 
“thanks for adding eight more years to my life.” 
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All is holy where devotion kneels. 
—G.W. HOLMES 


True devotion is love unbounded. It has no worldly rules or 
rituals — especially, when it is concerned with God Almighty! 


Tt has its own rules — rules of heart! 


It was evening time for the obeisance to God. The 
temple drum was beaten. The bells were ringing. The pu- 
jari blew the conch. The ‘Aarat’ lamp with seven wicks 
was kindled and waved before the diety in perfect rhythm, 
Everyone was singing the evening prayer — the Aarati, 
with soulful devotion. 


An old lady bent a little by advanced age was trying 
hard to have a glimpse of the idol of Lord Krishna. 


Blindly she elbowed her way to a young man sitting 
against the wall and thoroughly engrossed in the ‘Aarati- 
Geet’, She in her frenzy to have a ‘darshan’ climbed upon 
the young devotee’s shoulders and prayed with folded 
hands: 


“Hey. ..! Grand-ma. .!” someone from the vast and 
varied congregation of devotees came near her and told 
her: “What are you doing? Don't you know that you have 
climbed over Chaitanya Mahaprabhu?” 


“Oh. ..! Really?” the old lady in sheer panic and 
remorse said. Then, climbing down she asked the great 
saint’s pardon. 


“Please, Grand-ma!” said the saint with folded hands: 
“Don't worry. I wish to God that I had such a craving to 
have my Lord's darshan! One who forgets the whole of 
the world and its worldly norms in Bhakti is a real 
devotee.” 


They who forgive most, shall be mast forgiven. 
— BAILEY 


\ Forgiving is never one-sided! It is always recorded in people's 
minds. That itself is a reward, Besides, forgiving in its truest sense is 
not a calculated act. il 


He was a great social worker in the true sense of the 
term. He could not bear the miseries of the people! He 
was a true Saint. His motto was to serve the suffering 
humanity. To him,to serve them was to serve God, 


An erst while neighbour had told him once: “Clement 
Hofbauer,to serve people is a hobby for you, a habit, a pas- 
sion!!” Then, he added with more vehemence; “Or, forgive 
me, if [ put it more bluntly — its rather a free-time- 
occupation for you. You neither earn for yourself, nor 
allow others to earn their own living —by encouraging 
them withyour so-called saintly activities.’ 


Once, after many years, Hofbauer was on tour beaa- 


ing for his poor and neglected people. He literally begged 
for them; appealed to one and sundry to donate anything 
that they could part with gladly. 


Accidently he came across the same erst-while 
neighbour. Unhesitantly he begged again for the poor 
destitutes 


“You are shameless!” said. the man in sheer disgust 
and spat on his face. 


“Well ....!" said the saint quietly wiping his face: 
| “That was for me! Now, do you wish to give something 
for the poor?” 


The stunned man begged his pardon and donated a 
big amount. 
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There is an hour in each man's life appointed to 
make his happiness, if then he seize it! 


— BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER 


Almost everyone gets a chance to enhance his future. If he is 
alert and lucky he gets it. The talented preserve it. 


President Mekineley of U.S.A. was on the look-out 
for a suitable person to appoint him for the post of 
minister — He had someone in his mind but could not ar- 
tive at a final decision. 


Once it so happened that the President boarded a 
crowded street car in a stormy night and managed to get a 
last available seat. A few seats ahead he saw the same 


gentleman about whom he was thinking for that impor- 
tant ministerial post. 


Before long an elderly washerwoman boarded the 
street car with a heavy basket full of clothes. The poor 
woman could not get a seat, and with great difficulty 
she could keep her balance. The President noticed that 
the gentleman in question sitting on a nearby seat, was 
trying to hide his face by spreading his newspaper to 
save himself from the embarrassment of offering his seat 
to a woman! 


President Mekineley got up from his seat, walked 
down the aisle, picked up the basketful of clothes and 
led the old woman to his seat. The ‘candidate’ did not 
notice the President as his head was still hidden behind 
the newspaper. 


The poor fellow did not know that his lack of chivalry 
and kindness had cost him quite alot —a ministerial post! 


27th OCTOBER 
(ee 


A cheerful life is what the muses love; 
A soaring spirit is their prime delight! 


— WORDSWORTH 


Everybody likes a pleasant personality. A smiling face brings 
cheer to other's lives — without making any personal sacrifice of any 
sort! 


‘What has happened?” asked a passerby to a group of 
small boys standing in a circle. 


Nobody answered. They were a group of sad looking 
boys, Some of them had tears in their eyes, They were 
talking to themselves ina hushed voice. 

“Anything wrong?” asked the passer-by again, this 
time to a boy, with more anxiety: “What happened, son?” 


“Our dog is dead,” replied the boy with a choked 
voice: “There it is.” 


“You mean, your own family dog?” 


“No. It was not our family dog — only a street-dog, 
but it belonged to all of us.” 


“It must have been quite a smart one...” 
“No, not particularly so!” said the boy. 


“Was it running very fast?” 

“No, Sir!” 

“Then, it must have been guarding the locality 
well... must be driving away other mongrels.....” 

The boy shook his head. 

“Was it not a terror to the night-prowlers?” 

“No, my good Sir!” Replied the boy: “There was 
nothing special about it.” 

“Then tell me son, why are all of you so sad and 
morose about its death?” 

“Do you see its tail, there? The dog always waaged it 
happily. It was always springing and jumping... poor 


\ doggy, a picture of joy! Now the poor doggy is no more!” 


a. 28th OCTOBER 


I forgive all beings, let all forgive me 
All are my friends, I've no ill-feelings for anyone! 


— JAIN DHARMA-SUTRA 


To forgive is to be free; free from all heart-burns, uneasiness and 
-enmity! — All of them are the causes of unhappiness! 


Leech, the famous cartoonist drew derogatory car- 
toons about Disraeli for about three decades continuous- 
ly, Disraeli never bothered about it. And he was never 
apathetic towards the magazine Punch’ — the world 
renowned weekly, reputed for its cartoons depicting im- 
portant events as-well-as personalities in its own light. 


When Disraeli became the prime-minister of England 
in 1868 at the age of sixty four, he helped Leech's 
children in many ways. 


The world famous historian, Thomas Carlyle, once 
very vehemently branded him as an absurd, silly monkey 
and said: “How far would you all tolerate this fool dancing 
‘on your chest?” 


And yet when he had another term (1874-1880) as 
the Prime Minister he awarded him with the highest 
honour as a historian, never remembering his abuses! 


“Isn't it strange that you have no grudge against such 
people?” asked a friend to him: “How is it that you forget 
everything done against you?” 


“It's somehow or other, not in my nature!” said one of 
the greatest Prime Ministers of England: “You see, I write 
the names of such people on different chits of paper and 
dump them into a drawer of my table!” Then he added 
with a smile: “And after that they don't even exist for me! 
Really!” 


29th OCTOBER 


A man is simple when his chief care is the wish 
to be what he ought to be, that is honestly and 
naturally human. 


— CHARLES WAGNER 


Simplicity is a way of life, almost a philosophy. It springs from 
the person's idea of priority in human values 


‘What is this?” said Elsa, Einstein's wife, in a rage: 
“How could you do that?” 


“What is it, dear?” asked the great scientist 


“Today, on your Birthday, you were in your worst 
dress!” she said: “Knowing it fully well that somehow or 
other you will fish out your old baggy suit to wear today, | 
had hidden it in the cupboard; but you found it out and did 
not even look at the new well pressed suit at all!” 


‘Oh,... .. .!" uttered Einstein engrossed in some deep 
thinking. 


“Do you listen to me, Albert Einstein?” asked Elsa. 
“Oh, yes, yes!” 


“O.K. Please tell me why did you select that patched 
pant of your favourite suit?” Elsa could not help smiling 
even in her angry mood: “Everyone must have noticed it.” 


“Tt was not my favourite suit, but the usual one, my 
dear!” Einstein explained: “I had forgotten that the new 
one was there, or because it was new | didn't notice it.” 


Mrs. Einstein did not know whether to laugh or be 


“And, they had come to meet me, not my clothes; 
otherwise they would have sat before the wardrobe. What 
do you say, darling?” asked Einstein. 

“Oh, yes, you are right,” agreed Mrs. Einstein with a 
laugh. 


31st OCTOBER 


EX 
MEA 30th OCTOBER 


Good Counsel has no Price. 
— MAZZINI 


, 


\~ Courage consists not in blindly overlooking 
danger but in seeing it and conquering it. 


— JEAN PAUL RICHTER 


Advise given in society is not advice in reality. Most of it is mere 
conversation. It is neither a dialogue, a discussion or an opinion. 


Good advise is an experienced opinion which is always free. Only an iron will and unshakeable confidence in one’s own self 


can overcome any amount of physical pain. For him adversities are 
mere testing laboratories!) 


“Sister! dJamnaben!” said the gentleman to Sant 
Saryudas's Sister who was widowed a couple of years 
ago. Her condition became very miserable and it was 
known by everyone in the town. 


The gentleman who called at her house was a 
staunch devotee and follower of the Sant. So he thought it 


good for him to enquire about her well-being, He said fur 
ther: 


“You are the Sant’s sister — so to us you are our 
paternal aunt! We consider Sant Saryudas as our spiritual 
guide as well as father! .... ,Please do not feel shy to 
ask anything from me. It will be my pleasure and 
privilege.” Then he added: “| would look after your well- 
being throughout your life”, 


Once when she went to see her saintly brother — 
who had cast-away all the wordly attachments and 
Possessions, now — told him about this gentleman's no- 
ble gesture, 


“No, sister!” said the Sant; Don't take any one's help, 
any time. It's a bad habit!” 


“But how to pull-on in this world?” 


“By self-help and hard work, You grind flour. Do sew- 
ing. That would help you monetarily. But, never beg, 
sister mine! Trust in your own self and above alll have faith 
in God.” 


And she followed his advice all through her life. 


“Mr. Patel, the operation to remove the guinea worm 
is always painful. I think I will have to give you chloroform 
so that you won't feel the pain” said the surgeon to Sardar 
Vallabhbhai Patel when he was studying law in England. 


“No, please don't’ replied Vallabhbhai Patel, later on 
fondly called, ‘Sardar Patel’ by not only the whole of India, 
but in some foreign countries too. 


“But it would be extremely painful. You won't be able 
to tolerate it, and the operation would not be successful. I 
warn you!” 

“But doctor, | am very sure that chloroform is not at 
all necessary in my case.” 


“As you wish!” said the doctor _a bit annoyed. “The 
responsibility is yours.” 

“Alright, let’s start!” said the indomitable Vallabhbhal. 

The surgeon carefully started the operation. 


Vallabhbhai was looking at it as if it was somebody else's 
operation. He did not even utter a single word. 


When the operation was over the surgeon was simply 
flabbergasted by his patient’s courage and confidence. 


“So its all over” said Vallabhbhai. “You were un- 
necessarily worried about it. If | am afraid of such an or- 
dinary thing, how will I be able to face the world which is 
sure to give me far greater pain than this?” 


‘Then I saw the stallions on the fields 
Playing gracefully for me, 

But they ran across the wide horizon 
Leaving trails of dust for me to cherish. 


Then I saw the clouds passing by 
Drifting aimlessly for me 

But they faded in the endless blue sky 
Leaving me in my desolation 

‘Man has always wanted to be free 
Free from all those things 


Which bind him to this world 
Yet he remains enchained 
Never knowing how to be free 


I think it is as simple as it is 
‘Man has to find God in himself 
And it's just a matter of doing 
What God wills for you 


ist NOVEMBER 
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Courage in danger is half the battle won. 
— PLATUS 


Indomitable courage is the direct outcome of self-confidence. A 
true leader of men — in social, cultural, political or military affairs — 
has this irresistible quality 


When Napoleon escaped from the island of Elba, the 
French Govt. alerted its armies and ordered them to shoot 
the ex-monarch the moment he would be seen anywhere, 


Napoleon had arrived at Cannes from Elba and 
mustering all his friends and loyalists he planned to regain 
his monarchy in France. But in comparison with the for- 
midable and well-equipped French legions, Napoleon's 
‘forces’ were negligible. But the courage of the deposed 
Monarch of France was far more than all the legions of his 
enemies — his erstwhile subjects and soldiers, Being one 
of the greatest commanders and strategists on the bat- 
tleficid he was never afraid of the numerical strength of his 
‘opponents. 

He, thus, faced a big army of six thousand soldiers 
with loaded guns and drawn bayonets ready for instant 
attack. 


Before them stood their familiar, and former 
commander-in-chief and Emperor Napolean Bonaparte, 
in his grey overcoat, high boots and cocked hat. The 
Commander of the French Army ordered to fire! But none 
obeyed. 

“Brave soldiers of France!” said Napoleon loudly: “If 
there is anyone from amongst you who would like. to 
shoot and kill his Emperor — Here I am!” 


“Long live the Emperor!’ shouted the entire French 
army, threw their guns and rushed to greet him enthusias- 
tically. 


If there can be any truer measure of a man than 
by what he does, it must be by what he gives. 


— SOUTH 


The name Karna is generosity — both in India, that is Bharata, 


and the epic Mahabharata! 


Arjuna did not like it much when Shri Krishna used 
to praise Kama’s generosity often. Once his apathy was 
so obvious that Shri Krishna had decided to set things 
right, 


He went to Maharaj Yudhisthira with Arjuna after a 
few days, when it was raining heavily. After exchanging 
the usual courtesies with each other Shri Krishna asked 
the eldest Pandava: 


“Maharaj, I am in immediate need of dry sandlewood.” 


“How much, Prabhu?” interrupted Yudhisthira 
enthusiastically 


“About a mound or so...” 


Immediately Yudhisthira ordered his servants to go 
and fetch them, But when they returned, they politely 
informed him that due to rains dry sandlewood logs were 
not available anywhere. 


Thanking him Shri Krishna went to Katna along with 
Arjuna and repeated his request to him. He looked out at 
the pouring rain and without much ado ordered his men to 
tear down from the palace-walls the huge doors and 
windows which were prepared out of sandlewood 
specially brought from distant lands. 


‘Shri Krishna tried to prevent him, But he said» 


“Please, Prabhu! Allow me to do this much, By 
God's grace I never had the misfortune to refuse anyone 
anything! Bless me so that I never fail in it... 


fa 2nd NOVEMBER 


3rd NOVEMBER DRY. 
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How few our real wants, and how vast our 
imaginary ones! 
—LAVATER 


‘The more we think of going back to Nature, the better it would 
be; because it will certainly prompt us to act likewise. Excessive com- 
forts would lead man to destruction. 


A true Gandhian when he visited Bombay was taken 
round by his friend to a departmental store where 
everything was available from pin to piano. 


The Gandhian was true to his own self and the prin- 
ciples of simplicity, truth and service to humanity. 


The friend was a very enthusiastic and sincere host to 
this gentleman from an ordinary township, He took him 
round zestfully to the wellknown places of this metropolis 
and some great departmental stores 


The guest liked everything that he was shown by his 
friend and also praised it 


“Please don't worry,” said the host: “You ask and you 
will get it. Money is no problem. | would be only too happy 
if you select some good worthwhile appliance for your 
home. For yourself you should have an attaché, a fine 
fountain pen, good shoes and some lovely silk. Dion't you 
like all these?” 


“Yes, I did,” said the Gandhian. 
“Then why didn’t you purchase anything?” 


“Because,” said the quest frankly, “I was happy to see 
the store and its displays. But | was more than happy 
when I thought of how lucky | am that | still don't need 
them really!” and added with satisfaction: “This revelation 
made my visit here more profitable and elevating.” 


—— 


CN pack : 
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Pride goeth before destruction and an haughty 
\-—spirit before a fall. 


— BIBLE 


(Trias begets satiity and stibtioriness oid tal masher one 
arrogant. Arrogance breeds anger. Anger destroys wisdom. And one 
without wisdom falls. ) 


“Sir, please, enlighten us about humility,” asked the 
students to the great Chinese philosopher Lao Tse. 

“[ will!” said Lao Tse. And when he found that it was 
a suitable time he called all of them and asked by opening 
his mouth: 

“Do you find my tonque there, straight?” 

“Oh yes!” replied the students: “It is very much there, 
uninjured.” 

“Then my teeth, all of them, are alright. Aren't they? 
Tam sure they must have been quite well,” asked the Guru 
again. 

“No, Sir!" replied one of them: “I am afraid, there is 
not a single tooth remaining.” 


“Why? Are you sure?” Lao said apparently unhappy 
and shocked: “Why is itso?” 


“How can we tell, Sir?” 


“Then | will say to all of you * said he: “The tongue 
is humble and elastic. It does not quarrel with anyone 
else. Nol even with the teeth — any tooth for that matter. 
Why, do you know?” 


“No, sir!” said the students: “Please, tell us.” 


“They have fallen down because of their rigidity, 
their pride and stubborn nature, They thought that they 
will crush anything and everything. They thought that 
they were very strong, Their haughty spirit ultimately 
destroyed them. So be humble, It’s good for you 
Alw fe 


5th NOVEMBER DAY 


He who is firm in will, moulds the world 
himself « 
— GOETHE 


A man with firm determination, with a goal and an unrelenting 
zeal for work can never be a failure in realising his dream. 

The world has always benefited by such persons who went 
further in the field of knowledge as well as its material advantages. 


Guglidmo Marconi, the inventor of wireless- 
Telegraphy, had built up with great care and diligence, a 
well-equipped Wireless-station at Glass-Bay. 


Marconi was very happy with-his ‘Station’ and had 
very good hope for its future development. 

For sometime everything went well with the ‘Station’ 
but one day something went wrong and there was a 
raging fire. Within no time it turned into ashes. 

Someone came to Marconi’s residence and 
informed him about the mishap in Mrs. Marconi’s 
presence 

The inventor did not say anything for a while. Then 
without saying a word sat before the piano and started 
playing his favourite tune. 

Mrs. Marconi was a little worried about this strange 
behaviour. 


‘Are you alright, darling?” she asked. 


“Oh yes!” he replied with a smile: “am alright Please. 
don't worry. Everything will be fine.” Then added in a 
firm tone 


“From now on I will work again with more zeal for 
the ‘Station’. Nothing shall deter me from my goal. " 


And the world did benefit at the end! 


Ce ; 
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»—Compassion, the fairest associate of the heart, 
— PAINE 


The perfect treatment to a patient, both of mind and health, 
consists more of kindness and compassion than medicine. 


One cures headaches, the other heartaches! 


“Take this medicine thrice a day!” said Oliver 
Goldsmith, the famous English poet and novelist to one 
of his patients 


Goldsmith was a physician in his younger days 
before he became a famous author. He was very kind 
towards the poor and the needy. After visiting the patient 
on his way home he thought that he needed something 
more than mere medicine. He knew that even though he 


was called for a visit the patient was very poor. 


Next day he went to his house to visit him and check 
his condition. Besides the necessary medicine he had 
another box with money in it. He told the patient with a 
smile on his face : 


“It seems you are much better today, my friend! 
Keep it up and remain cheerful, That would cure you 
faster.” 


“Are you sure, doctor” asked the patient hopefully. 
“Yes, of course!” said Dr. Goldsmith 


“I don’t think you will need me now. Today I have 
given you four days medicine that you have to take as 
usual.” 


“Thank you, doctor!” said the patient cheerfully, 


“And...” said Goldsmith to him : “I am keeping this 
box on the table. It would cure you completely.” * 


ores 


After opening ithe patient's recovery was indeed very fast 


\ Honesty is the best policy. 
— CERVANTES 


\ Honesty ts nobody's monopoly. It is ke a subterranean spring 
that eer on its own, breaking all the barriers, selfish or other- 
wise, to splinters. Personal benefits are mere by-products, if any!) 


The famous Dr. Smollet, a very well-known physi- 
cian of his times was having an evening stroll during one 
of his rare leisure hours. He was not only a great doctor 
but also a generous humanitarian. After he has walked 
about half a mile he heard an old man's trembling voice 


It was a beggar’s voice: 
“Help me, sit! .... Help an old man .....please!” 


The doctor was a few steps ahead of the beggar. He 
stopped and looked at his watch. He was pretty late for 
his next appointment. He waited eagerly for the beagar to 
approach him little faster. He went a few steps towards 
him. When he met him he fumbled into his pocket, 
brought out a coin, put it into the beggar’s hand and dou- 
ble marched towards his destination. 


When the beggar looked at the coin he was flab- 
bergasted that it was a guinea, The poor old man hobbled 
after his benefactor to retum the gold coin: 


“Wait, sir! Please wait." 
“What's it, my man?” 
“Sir, you have given me a guinea by mistake ....” 


The doctor not only refused to take it back but gave 
him one more guinea, saying: 


“The first one was for charity, this for honesty!” 


ie | 


ESS 8th NOVEMBER 


eres pie flame, and we live by an invisible 
sun within us. 


— SIR THOMAS BROWNE 


Life with all its trials and tribulations is still lovable and worth liv- 
ing twice over. 


“Please tell me what is life?” asked a young man to 
Tolstoy, the great Russian author 


“Perhaps you will understand what life is by this 
parable --- replied the great man. The following is the 
story: 


Once upon a time a traveller was passing through a 
‘very thick and dangerous forest, Suddenly an untamed 
elephant rushed towards him. For a split second he was 
stunned. Then he saw nearby an old unkempt well and for 
deat life's sake jumped into it. It was dark, deep and 
dangerous. Fortunately while falling in it he caught hold 
of some hanging branch of a tree, which had grown 
just near the top of the well.” 


“He looked down and saw a horrible alligator with its 
big jaw opened for him. Seeing him the traveller shuddered 
from top to toe. Then he looked up. There was a big 
luscious honey-comb, dripping with honey. The drops 
were dipping a few inches away from him. They looked so 
delicious that he forgot all the dangers in trying to have 
them.” 


“The parable is over,” said Tolstoy to the young man. 
“Here the elephant is time. Alligator is death and Honey is 
interest in life and the zest to live.” continued the great 
author: “and that’s what life is.” 


9th NOVEMBER _AR 


"Virtue adorns beauty — not the other way 


round! — PROVERB 


Quter appearances and virtues are like the face — intrinsic 
values of modern currency. 


The only way out is to know the value — true value!! 


“He appears to be a fully qualified person to be 
appointed as a Koshadhyaksha — chief accountant!” 
turned the King towards his old and trusted minister 

“Yes, Maharaj!" agreed the minister: “He is, to my 
mind, quite qualified 


“But, he is very ugly, isn’t it?” said the King: “One 
would not like to look at him twice.” 


“Then don’t!" smiled the old mantri (minister) to the 
young king and said: “Why should we care about his face 
and his ugly features?” 

“But, everyday? Twice? Have some compassion for 
me ...." the king said in alight manner. Then announced 
firmly: “We will decide about his appointment 
tomorrow”. 

Next day when they met, the minister asked the 


servant to bring cold water, as it was very hot at that time 
of the day, from a golden jug. 


Ih, it is hot!” exclaimed the king. 


“Bring it from the silver jug!” ordered the minister. It” 
was not less hot than the former. 


“Sorry, Maharajadhiraj!” apologized the minister. 
Then asked the servant to bring water from the earthen 
jug. The water was very coal. The King was happy, 
satisfied. 


“But, sir, it's from that ugly earthem jug...” 


“Oh, yes!!” smiled the king: “I know your ways, 


Mantriji!! Please appoint that ‘Ugly man’ as our 


Be (4 
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BA 10th NOVEMBER 


Insistence on truth can come into play when one 
Party practises untruth or injustice. 


— GANDHLJI 


One who believes in truth has to face many a dishonest person! 
They surround you with all sorts of malpractices to divert you from 
your chosen path, 


‘The young boy was a very brilliant pupil of his school, 
When he was promoted with first-class marks to the matri. 
culation class his age was fifteen years. 


When he was to appear for the examination it dawned 
upon his high school authorities that he was one year too 
young, to appear for this final school leaving examination 
according to the rules, 


‘The Principal of the school felt sorry for the boy. He 
did not want his year to be wasted. Sometimes in such 
cases the students get disheartened and their career gets 
upset. 


Hence, he went to see the pupil's father, Shri 
Purushottamdas Tandon — a well-known freedom fighter 
and national leader, a great protagonist of Hindi, famous 
for his honesty, truthfulness and straightforward dealings. 


“There is a way out, Maharshijil” suggested the Prin- 
cipal to Shri Tandon — reveredly called Maharshi by all: 
“Please mention your son's age as sixteen years instead of 
fifteen and | will endorse it so that the boy/s precious year 
may be saved.” 


son stay at home and learn 
about honesty,” 


11th NOVEMBER »), 
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Four things belong to a judge: to hear courte- 
ously, to answer wisely, to consider soberly, 
and to decide impartially . 


— SOCRATES 


dudges are human beings. And yet, they should be above 
ordinary. Even common frailties and failings are unsuited to their 
high and noble profession 


He should live his life in the world like a Royal Swan — 
untouched by water even though it swims in it. 


It was Madhavrao Peshwa who was ruling the vast 
empire of Maharashtra 


Ram Shastri was the judge, par excellence in the 
whole history of Maharashtra. A great judge. A truly 
impartial judge! The rich were specially afraid of him. 
Even the Peshwas themselves, were not too happy to be 
tried by him, 

He was indifferent to worldly acquisitions; and never 
partial to anyone — however high a position he may be 
holding in life. He neither favoured his friends and 
relations nor disfavoured his foes or adversaries. 


Once he was distributing ‘Dakshina’ (money) to 
Brahmins on behalf of the Peshwa Government. There 
his own elder brother Shri Moro Pant had also come for 
it. The great politician Nana Fadnavis was sitting near the 
Shastri, He said to him 

“Shastriji Maharaj! Here is Moro Pant. — Your elder 
brother. Give him double the amount. Give him twenty 
rupees.” 


“No!” replied the great judge: “Ten is enough. He is 
not that great a ‘Pandit.” Then added: “This is Govern- 
ment money, I have to be honest in disbursing it! If need 
be, I will give him from my own pocket!” 


ae 


13th NOVEMBER 


\WHe who has attained mastery over himself is in- 
deed agreater conqueror than one who has van- 


quished a thousand enemies. 
— KALAP! 
— BUDDHA. 


KRSe 12th NOVEMBER 
== * 


The sinful purifies himself by having a dip in the 
heavenly spring of remorse. 


la 
Many a time we get proofs about the truthfulness of certain Cr is easier to conquer the outer enemies than Desire, the ruthless 
universal maxims as depicted in the following anecdote. bandit within. Only a strong will and alert mind can defeat hie’) 


ar ee ees = thts Toei alec te au tt “Are you prepared to wrestle with me? Come on, 
selec g's answer me!” asked the champion wrestler to Laotse who 
was always telling others both lightly as-well-as seriously, 


“Ten annas (60 ps.),” replied the shopkeeper looking 
at the young student. that nobody could ever defeat him. The wrestler just 
didn't like it. 
“Ten annas!” exclaimed the student: “It looks much “ 
Laotse said: “I am prepared to accept your challenge. 
cheno ie that. I think its price is three annas. Not a Lam absolutely ready to wrestle with you.” 
paisa more!” Then the day, date and time were fixed. Hundreds of 
“No,” said the shopkeeper firmly: “It does cost ten an- people were present to witness this strange occasion: 
nas. Nothing less!” . .. Then he added: “Believe me, | am Wrestling between a great philosopher and a seasoned 
telling you the truth.” wrestler: 
a e ae You have honoured me by accepting my challenge!” 
eh roa said the young student: “I believe you. said Laotse to the champion with due salutations 
. Next moment he lay down flat on his back and told 
And he purchased the lock and paid him the full him: 
price. In those days — nearly 70 years ago — ten annas “Come, my friend, sit on my chest and announce 
was quite a big amount especially for a student. loudly that you have won!” 
‘Alter a couple of weeks the young man was passing “Heh!” said the champion: “This is no wresiling. You 
through the same street when he heard someone celling get up and fight. Be quick.” 
him, It.was the shopkesper — “No, brother!” said Laotse, “Im already defeated. 
How can a person defeat anyone who himself is already 
“Hey Bhai! Come here. Come here, for a moment!” defeated?” 
ae “Nonsense!” said the wrestler, perplexed: ‘I don't 
‘ want to fight such a wrestler.” 
“{ am sorry, [ charged you ten annas for that lock, It’s He started going away. Then suddenly stopped. 
Something flashed in his mind. He bowed down to 


real price is three annas only” said the shopkeeper. 
“Please take your seven annas back.” toes 
The young man’s eyes were filled with tears. “You have defeated even your own desire to win. 
Ultimately truth did prevail! Nobody can defeat you, Sir!” 
One who has conquered desires is really the con- 
‘The young man was none other than Sant Vinoba tee ores ee 


; Bhave — founder of the Sarvodaya Movement. 


ar 
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The brave man wants no charms to encourage 
him to duty, and the good man scorns all warn- 
ings that would deter him from doing it. 


— BULWER 


Bravery does not need any encouragement, nor any charm or 
good omens. It is the situation that inspires a man to do his utmost to 
solve the problem. Bravery — courage — is inborn in a man. It is this 
quality which rises to the occasion to save any situation, 


There was a slight commotion in a far-off comer of 
the vast gathering when Pandit Nehru was addressing a 
meeting. 

The Prime Minister stopped and asked the local 
leader frowning a little: 


“|... 1... don't know, Sir!” fumbled the man look- 
ing here and there confused. 


The volunteers were heard trying to pacify the crowd. 
‘Somebody was announcing loudly that something was 
wrong with the mike and in a few minutes everything 
would be alright. 


Jawaharlal Nehru could not bear it any further and 
jumped down the dais to rush towards the trouble-spot. 


“Pardon me, Sir!” said a young police officer, politely 
but sternly standing in his way:“It’s nothing, They are pro- 
testing because they could noi hear you! Please sir, you go 
to the dais! We'll manage it.” 


“What —?” asked the enraged Prime Minister. 


“It's my duty, Sir!” said the young officer firmly “. . .to 
look after your safety. Please, Sir!” 


Panditji glared at him furiously. 


The police officer was still there standing like a rock 
obstructing his way! 


And suddenly, the Prime Minister laughed, patted the 
officer and quietly went back to the dais. 


Jawaharlal Nehru’s Birthday — Children’s Day 


15th NOVEMBER »), 
aay, 


It is a wise father that knows his own child, 
— SHAKESPEARE 


Torear a child is not a child's play! One has to know its moods — 
its likes and dislikes, its natural aptitude and a lot more. But, love is a 
must for itl! 


“Papal” said the four year old child to her father: 
“Mama has given me @ book full of pictures.” 


“Good!” said the busy father: “You see the pictures! 
‘They must be very lovely.” 


“Ive seen them but I can't read. You read it to me 
when | go to bed.” 


At night she sat in her father’s lap and heard the story 


which was tead to her in a very pleasing manner. 


The child slept while hearing it, This went on for 
about a week. But now the father had lost interest. 
Besides, he had so much office work to do before he went 
to bed. So that day, when the child asked him to read the 
same story he tape-recorded it. Next day he started the 
tape and went on merrily with his work. , 


The very next day the daughter asked the father to 
switch off the tape-recorder at once. 


“L don’t want to hear the story from it! I dont like it, 
papal” 


Then she threw the book on him and sat in his lap in 
a rage and said: 


“Papa now you tell me the story.” 
“But the tape-recorder .... . 


“But papa, I can't sit in its lap and listen!” 


A 
EN 16th NOVEMBER 


VAI T have seen teaches me to trust the creator 
for all I have not seen. 


— EMERSON 


If you have full faith in God, he protects you for ever, as well as 
leads you to your destination. 


Shri Aurobindo in the beginning of his career was a 
professor in the Baroda college, Gujarat, in the early years 
of this century. 


Professor Arvind Ghosh was always a man of faith — 
faith in his ideas and ideals, faith in his country and its 
freedom and last but not the least in the Almighty. He was 
a great teacher and equally a great student of his subject. 


He was always fully occupied in his studies, teachings 
and in the pursuit of knowledge. Worldly affairs like 
money, the income and its expenditure and its accounts 
were absolutely foreign things to him. 


He used to keep his salary on the table —never in the 
cupboard, Money would be spent according to the needs. 
Accounts — not necessary! 


“What's the use?” He once asked a friend who advised 


him to keep the salary in safe custody and maintain the 
accounts: “Why should [ maintain an account?” 


“So that you may know where the money has been 
spent?” 

“Whether you do that or not, expenses have to be 
met with! And I have full faith that nobody will steal it 
from my home! I can't think that anyone can ever steal. 


Besides God has always provided me with anything I 
wanted. He will always do so, I am sure!” 


™ —y 
17th NOVEMBER PRE 


There is no pillow so soft as a clean conscience. 
— FRENCH PROVERB 


A wrong step taken, even by an innocent blunder is an un- 
forgivable injustice — especially in the eyes of your own inner being! \ 


“Please, set free Saint Fariduddin, Your Majesty!” ap- 
pealed a deputation of the prominent citizens of Tehran, 
the capital of Iran, to its conquerer the Sultan of 
Turkestan: “We are prepared to give you any amount of 
Gold and Silver that you wish.” 


But the Sultan would not listen to them, He had 
thrown the Saint into prison on the charge of spying 
against the Sultanate of Turkestan. 


“Please, take our lives, but save the great saint!” re- 
quested a group of young men: “We are prepared to be 
your slaves, O Sultan!” 


“He is too good a man to spy anywhere for 
anything. . .” reported the Sultan's officials after thorough 
investigations. 


Ultimately the vanquished King of Iran, now the 
Sultan's Govemor appealed: “Kindly set him free, O, 
Sultan-e-Alam!” 


“Why are all of you so keen about his release?” 


“Because, he is our religious and cultural heritage!” 
feplied the ex-king of Iran: “Nay, he is our conscience- 
keeper; I would rather say that your majesty has imprison- 
ed our conscience!” 


“Oh, is that so?” said the Sultan! “I am sorry! Inadver- 
tently I imprisoned him.” Then after some deep thinking 
he said: “I can conquer a country — but not its soul, its 
conscience!” Then he called an attendant and ordered: 
“Set Saint Fariduddin free at once! My conscience won't 


have any peace till then.” 


Gel 
KXCSEN 18th NOVEMBER 


Ne | 


dustice renders everyone his due. 
— CICERO | 


‘1 dustice is always based upon deep understanding of human 
aims, intentions, emotions, rights, rules, duties and devotion to 
‘humanity at large. There is nothing trifling, nothing great! 


“Please vacate this hut and go somewhere else to live, 
Grandma!” said the Grand Vazir to an old lady who was 
staying near the beautiful Royal Palace of the great 
Naushirvan-e-Adil, Badshah of iran: 


“We will give you enough money and land to build a 
good house there. The smoke emanating from your hut 
def sand blackens the beautiful wall of the Royal 

lace.” 


‘Tam sorry, Vazir-e-Azam!” said the old lady. “I can- 
not comply with your wishes as I am deeply attached to 
this place and my cozy little hut.” 


The Grand Vazir related. the story to the Emperor 
who said that it would be a great injustice to force her out 
of that place, 


Even an ambassador from a neighbouring country 
when visiting the Emperor had noticed that the wall of the 
Royal Palace was getting blackened by the smoke 
emanating from the adjacent hut. At an appropriate mo- 
ment he suggested politely to the Badshah: 


“Your Majesty, have you noticed that the wall of this 
great and beautiful palace is being blackened by the 
smoke from the hut.” 


“Yes, Ihave and I wish that it is completely blackened 
so that everybody would see it and say: “Here lived a King 


» who gave justice to the poorest of the poor.” 


19th NOVEMBER 


Criticism makes a man perfect. 
— ANON 


No one really likes to be criticized. Whenever somebody asks 
for an opinion about himself or his work, what he really expects is 
nothing but praise, Even mere approval won't suffice.\, 


dust as honest criticism is rarely welcomed, frank and fearless 
opinion is also rarely expressed. 


Perhaps, a true opinion is expressed only by the opponents or 
that which is declared behind ane’s back. 


It was now known by one and all that Shahenshah 
Akbar, the great Mogul, had started maintaining a diary 
in which he was noting down the criticism levelled against 
him and his rule by his friends as well as opponents. 


All the Emperor's men began to tremble in their 
shoes. They were mortally afraid of the Emperor's ire 
What would happen if he came to know about their own 
criticism about his rule? About him as a person and an 
absolute monarch? 

... At last with great apprehension the seniormost of 
them gathered courage and approached him on his own 
and on their behalf to tender an unconditional apology 
and beg His Majesty's pardon! 

“But, what for? asked the Shahenshah, puzzled 


The courtier explained everything in detail. 


“Oh!” laughed the great Moghul: “I maintain the 
diary to know myself and my rule a little better, Please do 
not worry at all, all of youl!” 


ae Ses 


20th NOVEMBER 


What I gave, I have; what I spent, I had; 


what I kept, I lost. 
— OLD EPITAPH 


Giving is receiving! By giving — honour is received, gratitude is | 
received: fame is spread, name is spread! And even if all these elude 
—an unknown mute gratitude is gained! 


Alexander Pope, one of the finest poets that English 
language has ever produced, was a generous man — at 
times very generous, indeed! 


His poetic genius had overcome all the agonies of ill- 
health he had to pass throughout his life. An early illness 
tuined his health and he never attained the full growth of a 
man. He remained a dwarf, crippled and hunch-backed. 
His life was, in short, ‘one long disease! 


And, yet he is one of the greatest and the most 
quoted poet of English language with the exception of 
Shakespeare. His poem, ‘Essay on Man’ was so quotable, 
line by line, that it is a veritable store-house of ‘quotes’. He 
earned a lot and spent a lot also. 


Once he told one of his good friends, author 
Jonathan Swift (The Voyage to Lilliput, Voyage to Brob- 
dingnang): 
“lam rich enough to give a hundred pounds a year, | 
will enjoy the pleasure of what I give by giving it while alive 
and seeing another enjoy it!” 
He then added very meaningfully, looking keenly at | 
Swift, with a smile: 


“When I die I should be ashamed to leave enough for 


a monument if a wanting friend was above ground.” | 


21st NOVEMBER 


r 


Fairest and best adorned is she whose clothing 
is humility! 


— MONTGOMERY 


Graciousness and humility are instinctive to the great. Nothing 
adoms a person more than these virtues which outshine any other or- 
nament. 


Ata grand dinner party President and Mrs. Roosevelt 
were present. After. sometime an old man approached 
Mrs. Roosevelt and requested her: 


“My wife is very anxious to see you, Madam! If you 
kindly agree to it I will bring her here.” 


Mrs, Roosevelt looked keenly at the old gentleman 
and asked him politely: 


“May I know how old is your wife, Sir?” 


“About eighty-two, Madam!” replied the old gentleman: 
“She has eamestly requested you to spare only a few 
minutes for her” and added further: “We both will be 
highly obliged if you... .” 


“Qh, don't mention anything, please!” said Mrs, 
Roosevelt overwhelmed by the old man’s civilities and his 
wife's adoration for her. 


“Then should | bring her here?” 


“No, my friend!” said the famous lady graciously: “I 
will come and meet her.” 


“Please, do not take trouble, Madam! My wife would 
be only pleased to come here to you" said the old man: 
“It’s only a few steps from here. She is sitting there at the 
right hand corner of the hall, Within a couple of minutes 
she will be here.” 


“No, Sir!” said the great lady: “I am fifteen years 


younger than your wife. It’s always the younger one who 
should go to the older person, not the other way round!” 


— 


22nd NOVEMBER 


Two men look out through the same bars. 
One sees the mud, and one the stars. 


— FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE 


(( ecnityts:in the eyes of the beliclden riot iy the object oneean 
turiy anything, even an ugly-ooking object into a thing of beauly by 
one’s deft artistic touches. } 


Tt was a beautiful silk handkerchief that was given to 
her as a gift, 


She liked it very much, She spoke about it to everyone 
—except John Ruskin,her close relative,a very nice gentle- 
man, a great thinker and an eminent author, He was so 
kind, so generous! — thought the young adolescent gitl. 


While she was busy arranging her writing table she 
accidently upset an inkpot which caused a big ualy blot on 
that beautiful silk handkerchief. 


‘The young girl was very much upset. She was almost 
disconsolate. All efforts to make her forget the incident 
failed. 


In the meantime Mr. Ruskin entered the house, 


“What is it?” he asked the girl. Her face was eloquent 
enough to show her misery: “Why do you loak like this?” 


She gave the reason with tearful eyes. 


“Oh is that all?” said Ruskin in a jovial mood: “You 
give me your handkerchief and meet me here after two 
hours.” 


When he met the girl accordingly he gave her the han- 
dkerchief. 


“It’s very beautiful but it's not mine!” exclaimed the 
girl; “There's a flower now exactly at the spot where there 
was the ink blot.” 


"Yes, I have changed it to a flower by adding few 


petals around it. It looks beautiful, doesn't it?” 


23rd NOVEMBER 


Iam the master of my fate: 
lam the captain of my Soul! 


— WILLIAM HENLEY 


| Great things are achieved by firm determination and hard labour 
— physical and mental. It’s only man who moulds his own future with 
the sheer strength of his will and unsparing efforts. 


He was the son of a learned Brahmin and yet he was 
not satisfied with the progress of his studies. 


He wanted to be a scholar and that too a great one, 
whom the world would ever remember as the greatest 
Pandit in the world. Even though he worked very hard he 
could not grasp the intricacies of the language found in the 
Vedas and spoken by the Pandits of that age. The posi- 
tion of grammar of the ancient Vedic language was not 
upto the mark he thought: It should have a standardised 
grammatical structure — more sophisticated and improv- 
ed upon. 

Once a palmist saw his hand and told him that his 
‘Vidya-Rekha’ (Line of learning) was short. He would never 
study, 

“Where is the line, Maharaj?” 

“Here,” said the palmist, showing him a half-line, in his 
| palm, 


The boy immediately pressed the sharp edge of a 
knife therein. 

“Now, Lam sure I'll be a great scholar!” said the boy to 
himself. 

Later on he was known as Bhagwan (the Venerated) 
| Panini, the great author of ‘Siddhanta Kaumudi’, the Sam- 
| skrit (corrected, well-organized) grammar of the old Vedic 
| language! Since then it is universally called the “Samskrit” 

language. 


24th NOVEMBER 


25th NOVEMBER Ae. 
= ey 


As the yellow gold is tried in fire, so the faith of 


If the doors of perception were cleansed, every- friendship must be seen in adversity. 


thing would appear to man as it is — infinite. 
— WILLIAM BLAKE 


— OVID 


Friendship is unalloyed, love-like, pure gold, If it is tested through 
fire it comes out bright, shining and unmixed. 


If we think about the cosmos we would soon realise how small 


we are! Infinitely small, and negligible. Our ego would be drained out “His Majesty is dangerously ill! 
thoroughly. 


“Yes, he is! He must be treated immediately.” 
“But who would dare to treat him?” 


“Yes, there are so many physicians in the army but 
no one has any courage to administer medicine to him.” 


“Oh, yes! Who would? If he is not cured the amy will 
kill the physician. The generals would suspect that he had 
done it on purpose ... .. r 


When President Roosevelt used to visit Sagmore Hill 
he always passed his evenings with his friend William 
Beebe, After their evening walls was over they would sit in 
the lawn and look up into the starry sky. 


There they would scan the darkening blue above. 
This star-gazing to them was a wonderful game and 
pastime enriching in many ways their already rich and 
eventful lives. 


They would try to find out the spiral galaxy of Andro- 
meda which appears to be like a pale mist of light just near 
the upper left-hand comer of the great square of Pegasus. 
And whoever identified it first — either Roosevelt or 
Beebe — would recite the following passage almost like a 
hymn: 

“That is the spiral galaxy of Andromeda. It is as large 
as our Milky way. It is one of a hundred million galaxies. It 


is 2,500,000 light years away. It consists of one hundred 
thousand million suns, much larger than our own sun.” 


Everyone in the army of Alexander the Great was 
worried about his health. The great Macedonian’s power: 
ful army which was marching through Asia Minor had 
come to a grinding halt when he became very ill, 


Ultimately, Alexander's friend and physician Philip 
Acrmenion volunteered to treat him. 


In the meantime an enemy of Philip sent the King an 
anonymous letter saying that Philip had been bribed by 
the Persian King to poison him! 


Alexander read the letter and put it under the pillow 
without talking about it to anyone. 


When Philip entered his tent and gave him a cup full 
of liquid medicine Alexander gave-him that letter and 
while Philip was reading it gulped down the medicine. 


Philip, horrified at the accusation, fell at Alexander's 
feet. 

Alexander told him while retuming the empty cup: 
“Don’t worry! I trust you fully!" 

And within three days he marched ahead leading his 
army. 


After the recitation they would not utter a single 
word. Then, Theodore Roosevelt would smile a little and 
say: 


“Now, | suppose we realise how very negligible we are 
in the context of the universe! C'mon, lets go to bed, 
Good-night!” 


26th NOVEMBER _ 


‘~~ So much do I owe to you Oh my Mother-land, 
That a hundred births will not suffice! 


— FOLK SONG 


Freedom of any country rests upon the solid foundation of the 
sacrifice of many a young martyr. 


“There are only two punishments for the charges 
levelled against me: Death or Deportation for life,” said 
the young revolutionary Kartarsingh, while waiting for the 
judgement to be delivered, to the packed court-room. 


“They have charged me with treason, for organizing a 
countrywide revolution to overthrow this alien Govern- 
ment! So the punishment to be awarded to me is definite: 
Death or Banishment!"’ 


There was no sign of fear on his lusturous face. He 
was standing straight and upright. His voice was quiet but 
forceful, There was something like a sense of fulfilment 
and joy in his tone. In short he was a picture of buoyant 
happiness! Then, he told the magistrate: 


“You also listen to me carefully! | would prefer Death 
to Banishment. Do you know, why? ....The only reason 
for it is that again in my next birth I would do the same 

... again and again ...,.till my country becomes free!” 


And, indeed he was awarded the capital punishment 
— the punishment he craved for. He was hanged to 
death. It was reported that his weight had been increased 
by five kilos before he was taken to the gallows. For him it 
was a pleasure and a privilege to live and die for the 
country — for his beloved Mother-Land! 


27th NOVEMBER > 


Peace is such a precious jewel that I would give 
anything for it but truth. 


— M, HENRY 


c- 
For the appreciation of all the coveted things in life one Has to 
sShieve his peace of mind, Troubled minds can't enjoy anything! 


The young man prepared a list of the objectives he 
desired most for his life, The long list included health, 
wealth, power, fame etc.... Then he tried to achieve 
them one by one with great enthusiasm and diligence, But 
to his dismay he found out that he hadnot progressed well 
enough in any one of them, 


For a couple of days he did not know what to do. 
‘Then he went to an old learned man with a good deal of 
experience in life to show the list to him and asked: 


“Pray, advise me how to be successful in these objec- 
tives and also tell me whether anything else is missing in 
this list.” 


“This is a very good list, my son! But an important 
thing is missing and | think it is an essential item. Your list 
would be incomplete without it — nay, not only in- 
coraplete but useless.” 


“Please tell me, Sir, what is it! | want to complete my 


list. Nothing should be left out.” 


The old man quietly took the list from his hand and 
wrote below in bold hand: 


‘PEACE OF MIND’ 
The old man then explained: 


“No achievement worth the name would be good 
enough without one’s peace of mind.” 
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’\\_ God! I think for you, talk for you; 
Work for you, walk for you! 
— FOLK SONG 


Let the sun rise in the west and set in the east, 
the brave never breaks his promise. 


— FOLK SONG 


Devotion to God is love sublime—much above personal or 


To fulfil a promise is verily an act of truthfulness. And only a 
worldly considerations! It is love infinite! 


brave man can act accordingly. It requires rare courage and conscien- 
tiousness. 

Swami Sahjanand Bhagwan Swaminarayana, also call- 
ed Shrji Maharaja—was to visit Surat, an important city 
of South Gujarat. Since long, many of his devotees from 
Surat and its surrounding areas were clamouring for his 
darshan. 


At last Swamiji had decided to go to Surat Maharaj 
Vajesingji, king of the erstwhile state of Bhavnagar, had 
accompanied him to Surat. 


“You blind fool, don’t you see that somebody is 
before your car? You were driving as if wild dogs were 
behind you! You scoundrel, idiot .....” 


Tt was a truck driver who was abusing Dr. Ram 
Manohar Lohia who was driving his car so fast that he 
had an accident with the truck. 


A Dr. Lohia apologized, but the driver’s ire dicin’t sub- 
side, 


He, on the contrary, shouted at him and said: 
“Til call the police, you wait here, don’t move!” 


The truck driver went to call the police and Dr. Lohia 
stood there waiting for him, So many passers-by advised 
him to go away, but he didn't 


After about an hour the driver came without the 
policeman and started abusing even the police force 


“Friend, don’t abuse the policeman,” said Dr. Lohia 
patiently. “You wanted him here only to punish me by 
way of a fine, didn't you?” 


In Surat, during his stay, Swamiji suggested to 
Vajesangji to accompany him to a very dear devotee of 
his named Atmaram. The king thought him to be a very 
rich and influential personality of this famous city 


But Atmaram was a poor unlettered tailor. The king 
was pleasantly surprised how Bhagwan Swaminarayana- 
Swami Sahjanandji — treated his bhaktas as one, irrespec- 
tive of their being rich or poor. 


In the meantime Atmaram presented Swamiji with 
an ‘Angarakha’, a medieval-period long coat with strings 
instead of buttons ornamentally stitched and sewed. 


The king was simply charmed by the workmanship 
of the ‘Angarakha’, He requested Atmaram to stitch 
another for him, He offered him a very good arnount for the 
Angarakha. 

“Forgive me, Maharaj!” said the bhakta to the king: 
“How can I make another like that? These were the stitches 
‘of love and utter devotion... how can [ have it on 
another piece, Sir?” 


“Yes, of course!” said the truck driver. This time 
without any abuse. 


“Then punish me, my friend! Ill pay the fine.” 


“Oh you are a good man” said the truck driver mildly, 
“The very fact that you waited for me all the time is 2 
punishment for you. But, my dear chap, I never imagined 
that you would wait.” 


30th NOVEMBER 


is The virtue of a man ought to be measured not 
by his extraordinary exertions, but by his every- 


day conduct. 
— PASCAL 


Virtues are moral excellence — not to be used on special occa- 
sions — the make life so much sweeter if they are made a part of 


everyday living. 


The speeding train stopped at a small station and a 
poor woman entered a compartment full of soldiers. 


She looked here and there but there was not a single 
‘empty seat anywhere. In desperation she moved further in 
the compartment — but it was of no use. She looked very 
much tired and it seemed that she must have walked quite 
a long distance to reach the station. 


After some time she walked down the gangway and 
stopped at the place where General Robert Lee, the great 
leader of the Confederate Army was sitting. He was 
journeying to a strategic town with his officers and 
soldiers. 


The moment the General saw the poor lady he got up 
from his seat and offered it to her. 


“Please, sit down here!” said the gallant officer. 


As soon as the woman took the seat a number of 
soldiers and other army officers offered their seats to 
General Lee, 


The General looked at them one by one and did not 
say anything for a while. Then he said to them sternly 
with devastating satire: 


“No, gentlemen. Thank you very much indeed! But if 
you cannot get up and offer a seat to a poor lady, you can: 
not offer it to me also!” 


Speak Lovingly | e 


Speak lovingly and kindly, 
While here on earth we stay; 
Our life is but a shadow 
That soon will glide away. 


One little word of kindness 

On some poor heart may fall, 

Like beams from yonder golden sun 
That brightly shines for all. 


Speak lovingly and kindly; 

O let the task be ours 

To scatter by the wayside 

Not thorns, but smiling flowers. 


Though crowned with peace and plenty 
Our happy homes may be, 
Remember those around us 
Less favoured far than we, 


Speak lovingly and kindly; 
For He our Lord, we know, 


1st DECEMBER 


God warms His hands at man’s heart when he 


prays, 
— JOHN MASEFIELD 


A prayer is the soul's conversation with God, the basis of which 
is faith, not favour, universal not individual. 


One day when he was in Pretoria, South Africa, 
Mahatma Gandhi was going for a stroll in the evening 
On the way there was the house of one of his Christian 
friends 


He was his very dear friend, who liked Gandhiji's 
ideas in many respects. In fact both of them respected 
each other's ideas and ways of life very well. Gandhiji's 
Christian friend was a deeply religious man. He believed 
in prayer as Gandhiji also did. 


To Gandhiji, prayer was spiritual nourishment for the 
soul, just as food is for the body. He believed that one 
can do without food for a considerable time but a man of 
the spirit cannot exist without spiritual nourishment. 


He also thought that in prayer you are actually con- 
versing with the Almighty — and the same thought was 
shared by Gandhiji. 


Gandhifji went into his house and saw that the entire 
family was engrossed in evening prayer, They also saw 
him and came forward to welcome him. Gandhij’s friend 
said to him warmly : 


“Welcome, Mr. Gandhi! So nice to see you at this 
hour of evening.” 


“Please, don't interrupt your prayer! Kindly carry 
on!" said Gandhiji while going. 


“The one with whom you are conversing now is far 
greater than me. In fact, he is the greatest in the 
universe.” 


ER 3rd DECEMBER 


Be your own preceptor, there’s none else but 
Defeat should never be a source of youl 


discouragement, but rather a fresh stimulus. 


—AKHO 
— ROBERT SOUTH 


You, thatis, your devotion and diligence are the only re- 


Defeat must not dampen the spirit of a man. There i! 
Soo en Te ae Gpitoments x kncwledlge! The ent ane umneciesssiry cligetions, 


scope for rising high above adversities, 


Getting defeated in worldly matters is not defeat at all. To be ie sldachd Bes Ants tiedle be hesingcogeae 
crushed under its weight mentally is the real defeat seven skillful arrow shots into his mouth without hurting it. 
After the first world war, Germany, the totally | When the dog reached to its masters — Guru 
vanquished country, suffered a tertific blow to its national Dronacherya and his pupils, the Kaurava-Pandava 
economy and its business community and workers of | princes — they all went to the dark-complexioned boy 
various rank and file were striving very hard to raise their who parfonned the archery marvel 
country’s standard in each and every field of life — He was Eklavya, son of the tribal chief Hiranyadham. 
nationally and internationally He had been to Guru Drona for learning archery from him 
but was refused as the Guru was too busy. Undaunted he 
Once some German businessman in their steamer, made an earthern idol of the Guru and studied the art of 
sailed to Dar-es-Salaam, a world famous port of a nearby archery himself. 
country, There they entertained Indian businessmen to a “So, he is your pupil!” said Arjuna sarcastically to 
dinner party quite lavishly and gaily. Dronacharya: “Much better than any one of your 
One of the Indian businessman asked a young ect 
German Executive about his salary. Drona understood the hint, He had promised Arjuna, 
his most beloved student, that none would be better than 
“You see, my friend!" replied the German with a him in archery — the Dhanurvidyal 
sie ae country Leer a has defeat and “Then, my son, you should give me my Guru- 
SSaey et We (compte Relate. How ca We Dakshinal” said he to Eklavya, after an agitated, tortured 
demand a salary?” pause. 
“We just can't! And we don't need it either. We “Give me ayour .. .. .your righthand thumbl* 
get our meals here. Our children are given free education He could hardly finish the sentence. 
by the Government, And we get for our minimum ere it is Gurudev?” ‘The dark lad cut-off his ight 
requirement enough from the Company. We are quite fhanel thar With a/aharp teria “andl pdb st wis feet 


happy”. Thi idded: “We only care for the over-all 
Bea ae u "a “Don't worry, Gurudev! Ive learnt what I wanted to. 


Now Il carry on with my four fingers” said the dark com- 
Such a nation can never lie low for a long time pienooad fad 


progress of the country... and nothing else! 


WGA 4th DECEMBER 


It is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a 
needle than for a rich man to enter into the 
Kingdom of God. 


— BIBLE. 


Possession is wealth which is a burden. It will certainly be an 
obstacle on the steep and thomy way to heaven. ) 
oS 


Once the King of Kashi sent his minister to a saint 
who was staying in a hut several miles away from his 
capital. The saint was famous for his piety and religious 
fervour. 


When the King’s minister met the saint and invited 
him to the capital to bless the King and give him a religious 
discourse, he readily accepted the invitation telling him: 


“Mantriji, to talk and discuss religion is my duty 
towards people, Come, let’s go!” 


Both of them, then, set out for Kashi. 


“Guru Maharaj!” said the King: “Kindly bless me with 
your religious teachings.” 


1 will,” said the saint pleased. 
Then he delivered religious discourses till the after- 


noon. In this way he went on for about a week. At the end 
the King presented him a bagful of gold coins. 


“What are you doing, O King?” asked the saint 
shocked: “This is not done!” 


“What have I done, Gurudev?” asked the King 
puzzled, 


“Kashiraj, | have shown you the way to heaven, and 
you are showing me the sure way to hell.” And the saint 
stormed out of the palace without even looking at the gold 
coins. 


5th DECEMBER 
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They give without asking. They act as ‘Trustees’ in the real sense of 
terms. 


In this world, it is not what we take-up, but what 
we give-up, that makes us rich. 


— HENRY WARD BEECHER 


( To some fortunate persons charity is as natural as breathing. 


About seven centuries ago Gujarat was in the terrific 
grip of unprecedented famine. The King’s granaries were 
empty. The big merchants and their philanthropic funds 
were spent in the cause of survival from this calamity. 


The people, the businessmen, the King... . . all had 
lost hope! Then suddenly a God-sent angel appeared in 
the encircling gloom. He was Jagdushah, 


He freely spent for the poor and the needy to tide- 
over the ghastly calamity. People were crowding around 
his house, day in and day out The calamity to some ex- 
tent was tided over. 


The King heard about it. He called him in his Darbar 
immediately. Jagdushah went there and took his seat. 
The King requested him to sit near him on another or- 
namental chair specially brought for him, 


“Shethjil” said the King gratefully: “Due to you the 
worst has been over. Now I have to request you to sell us 
your granaries in this city at the price you want.” 


“But, Maharaj!” said Jagdushah, “They are not 
mine. You can check all the six hundred granaries here in 
this capital and elsewhere in Gujarat.” 


When the King had them opened, in each one he 
found a gift document on ‘Tamra-Patra’: "This granary is 
for the poor!” 
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Perseverance persuades Luck to favour a 
Pauper. 


— SWAMI KRUPALVANAND. 


(Caek does not descend upon idler fom oul of the bine. One 
has to struggle hard to drag good fortune in his favour. 


Luck in the ultimate analysis is a synonym of hardwork! 


Of course, hardwork, has a sincerity of purpose and an 
inexhaustible will-power forever! 


Ishwarchandra Vidyasagar, one of the areatest 
Scholars and educationists of Bengal, accidently met a 
boy who begged from him an anna or two as he was very 
hungry and had no food to eat for the last couple of days. 


“What will you do with a mere anna, my boy?” 
asked Vidyasagar. 


“will eat something, Sir!” 

“And if [ give two annas?” 

“I will eat to-morrow”, the boy said hopefully. 
....And if give you four?” 


“Then, Sit!” replied the boy with delight: “I will save 
two and purchase some vegetables directly from the 
farmers, sell them as a hawker at the very door-steps of 
people's homes. And, if | am lucky, this way I will carry- 
on well with life.” 


“Good, very good, my boy!” said the great man 
quite happily: “I will give you a rupee now and will come 
next year to see your progress. Remember son, perseye- 
tance will persuade or rather order luck to favour you!” 


Next year Vidyasagar was so happy with his 
hawker's progress that he gave him enough money to 
start a small vegetable shop. 
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7th DECEMBER 


6th DECEMBER 


* performed on the spur of the moment. There are certain occasions 


“New occasions teach new duties” 
— LOWELL 


(Duty cannot be defined or specified. It is understood and 


where no advice or suggestions are available. No command or 
orders are forthcoming) 


(All the possible eventualities of the future cannot be fully visuali- 
sed so there will be a time when the person on the spot has to take 


a decision and act as per his best judgement!’ 
Sense of duty springs from within!) 


It happened in 1904 A.D. 


On the vast coast of America there was a small island 
with a light-house manned by a lone quard-cum- 
operator. 


Since last so many months he was staying with his 
wife and was very happy in her company, The loneliness 
of his job had eased considerably well. 


One day all of a sudden the guard of the light-house 
died leaving his wife shocked and utterly helpless 


It was late evening and time to light the lamp of the 
light-house. Sooner or later, scores of ships would be 
passing through this spot and if it was not lighted it would 
be very disastrous. 


With a tremendous will power she jerked off her 
shock, suppressed her grief and climbed up the tower to 
light the lamp. But when she tried to start the revolving 
mechanism of the lighted lamp she failed. 


The lamp of the light-house must revolve! 


And so, this brave young lady sat through the night 
manually operating the revolving mechanism of the light- 
house lamp. 


San 8th DECEMBER 


Take away the idea of perfection and you take 
away enthusiasm. 


— ROUSSEAU 


Everyone seeks perfection in life. But ‘perfection’ is not so easy to 
achieve because it is not an object but an idea — a permanent source 


of inspiration. 


He was a famous sculptor. A great sculptor. 


He was Burton Thorvaldson of Denmark, His ham: 
mer and chisel brought stones to life. His art was ap- 
preciated by one and all. 


Once he created a beautiful sculpture of a lovely lady. 
It was his best creation so far. It was the most beautiful 
and absolutely flawless piece of art he had ever created. 
Both the classes and the masses, the highbrow and the 
ordinary, the critic and the ignorant said with one voice: It 
is the perfect sculpture 


Then, strangely, it was rumoured thereafter that 
Thorvaldson was a very unhappy man! He was not his 
former pleasant self as in those days 


Hearing this some of his friends went to see him at 
his studios. They found him sitting there in a morose 
mood without doing anything. Formerly he was always 
busy with his hammer and chisel, 


“What is wrong with you, Burton?” asked his friends: 
“You look very much depressed and crestialien. You 
should be in the best of spirits after the wonderful success 
of your perfect creation!” 


“That's the reason why I am depressed. I have 
nothing to improve upon, Nothing to aspire for a better 
creation!” said Thorvaldson in a voice choked with tears. 


9th DECEMBER Bau 


‘The childhood shows the man, as morning 
shows the day. rarer 


‘The hobbies and habits, likes and dislikes of a child proclaim the 
marvhe would be in future.) 


“Tell me my son, what’s your name?” the elderly man 
asked him usual question for the hundredth time. 


“Bhagat Singh.” 

‘What do you do every day, my boy?” asked the 
visitor to the young one, who was hardly six or seven, The 
visitor was a family friend and this was his fond way to 
talk with him. 

“| play, uncle! I like playing very much.” 

“What do you play?” 

“| play the game of fighting. Fighting with the 
enemies. Uncle, do you like fighting?” 

“Why not?” said the visitor, “When the occasion 
arises, who will not fight! 

“| will also fight, and fight with a gun!” said the young, 
boy with a sparkle in his eyes. 

“What do you usually play with, son? While playing 
what weapon do you use? — toy-weapon, ] mean. 


“Gun, ofcourse!” said the boy spirited “and that's the 
best toy ever! And Uncle, I will never leave the gun in my 
life, Never!" 


“The family friend was very happy with the answer 
and further asked, 


“What's the reason for this firm decision?” 


“To free my motherland from the foreign power,” 
replied Bhagat Singh with his head held high: “I will be 
having the gun till my country gets independence.” 


This was Bhagat Singh, the immortal martyr, in his 
childhood. 


GEA 
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Man's inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn! 


— ROBERT BURNS 


( Man's greatest enemy is man himself. He has enslaved his fellow 
hurnan-being, threatened him, tortured him, and killed him. It is only 
man who is unkind to him! | 


There was a big welcome function in honour of Veer 
Savarkar who had been freed from the dreaded Andaman 
jail after the completion of his life imprisonment. Quite a 
big crowd had gathered together to greet its hero. 


At the end of the crowd there was a boy, meek and 
poor, standing away from others. 


Savarkar noticed him and signalled him to come near. 
The boy came almost running to him, em 


“Come near to me, son! Come, nearer to me.” 


The boy came nearer with immense joy and garland- 
ed him. 


“Why were you so much afraid, my boy? Look how 
the others rushed to me fearlessly, What was wrong with 
you? You should have come earlier.” 


“But how, sir?” asked the boy: “Do you know that I 
dare not do that, as I am a Harijan!” 


“Son, those wretched ignorant fools are responsible 
for this heinous crime of separating man from man. Un- 
touchability is a crime to humanity. It's a social taboo. It 
should be destroyed. You may come tomorrow to my 
residence as my house servant. | will face the people 
squarely and try to crush this social stigma as far as 
possible,” - 


a 
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The star of the unconquered will 
He raises in my breast; 
Serene, and resolute and still 
And calm, and self possessed. 
—LONGFELLOW 


Not flesh but the spirit is mightier! If the body is fatigued it can be 
made to work — even enthusiastically sometimes! — till the end; but 
not the other way round! 

“Please, Bapujil” said young Vinoba Bhave to Mahat- 
ma Gandhi when he joined his Ashram at Ahmedabad: 

“What am I supposed to do here?” 


“What will you like to do?” asked the Mahatma. 


“Anything you say.” 


“Alright, you may draw the water from this well for 
the Ashram” said Gandhij. 


But when he measured the young man’s body with 
his eyes he immediately told him. 


“No, Vinoba, please!” “You don't do that, Do 
something else.” 


“But why, Bapyji?” 


“You look so weak, physically!” said Gandhiji: “I do 
not want you to be sick! It is a very strenuous work for 


you. 
“But, Bapuji! | love strenuous work, I really enjoy it.” 
insisted Vinoba. 


“Alright, but be careful and don't overstrain yourself!” 
said the Mahatma: “Although, | do not like it.” 


eerie But within no time he went to him and said: 
“Listen young man! You are too weak to draw water from 
the well and distribute it to ail.” 


| “May [ tell you, Bapuji? Eventhough, | look sick and 
| thin, my spirit is strong, And if ‘Spirit’ is strong nothing is 
impossible! Please do not worry! 


‘And Sant Vinobaji did just that till the end of his life. 


12th DECEMBER 
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\--We are all born for love... . . It is the principle 
of existence and its only end. 


— DISRAELI 
Love is instinctive as against hatred which is cultivated by cir- 
cumstances and selfishness. 


Hate hatred, not love and humanity. 


‘Abhor the wicked!” Rabia, a Muslim lady-saint came 
across this sentence while reading a haly book 

‘She could not swallow this advice. It pained her so 
much that she scrapped it out of the book. Only then she 
could read further 


After several days a saint came to her hut and stayed 
for about three to four days. During his stay one day he 
asked the lady-saint to give him a good holy book to read 
and ponder. 


“Get me a good book O, gentle Rabia!” 


She got up and opened a box in which she carefully 
kept the book 


“This is a good book, O Saint! | have read it and felt 
very happy” said Rabia. 

While reading it the Saint came across the scrapped 
sentence. 


“Who has done, it?” asked the agitated Saint. 


‘I have!” replied Rabia unruffled: “Because that 
sentence advised us to abhor the wicked.” 


“How can you tamper with a holy book? It is bad and 
sinful!” 


“Maybe!” said Rabia politely but firmly: “But | 
couldn't tolerate the dictum, My whole being revolted 
against it. My heart is so filled with love, my dear Sir, that [ 
don't know where to harbour this feeling of abhorrence!” 


“You are right, Rabiaf” said the saint pleased, 


Pp 
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One on God's side is majority. 
— WENDELL PHILLIPS 


{ Many a time Truth is strange. Very strage! But, the more we 
think about it, the more it looks familiar to us. ) 


Then it settles down in our mind and heart. 


The only thing that is required is to find it and feel it with our 
entire consciousness. 


Ultimately a time comes when that strange thing gets rooted 
deep into our being, It becomes a part of our self and society at large. 


More than two hundred years ago in 1776 in the 
British House of Commons, a member of the Parliament, 
David Hartley, took the floor and told them about the 


fundamental rights of a man 


He declared: “Everyman is born free. He should 
remain free. Nobody has any right to enslave him. No 
one can sell a human-being.” 


The stunned ‘House’ heard him in deathly silence; 
and then there was a big commotion. The Honourable 
Members of the Mother of All Parliaments in the world 
behaved in the mast dishonourable way. But, Mr. 
Hartley had a strong heart and mind, He said once more 
rising over the ungentlemanly jeers and sneers: 


“The slave trade is contrary to the laws of God and 
the rights of man.” 


He was then routed out of the Parliament. But the 
idea remained since then! He was on the side of God — 
or rather God was on his side. 


And that is always the biggest majority in the world 


14th DECEMBER 


Too busy with the crowded hour to fear to live 
or die. 


— EMERSON: 


Tension is the curse of modern civilization! Tension is the natural 
result of modern-man’s unbounded egotism! Only he can save 
himself. 


“Please, Doctor!" said the busy executive of a vast 
business empire: “] must be alright soon” 


The patient was suffering from high blood-pressure 
and insomnia. 

“What's your daily routine, my friend?” asked the doc. 
tor. 


“Well, [ get up and be ready in forty five minutes for 
my work — shave, bath, breakfast, included! News 
papers are hurriedly glanced through while sipping tea and 
munching breakfast... .” 

“Then?” enquired the doctor, worried and amused at 
the same time. 

“Then my daily work begins at the office... . and it 
ends past midnight.” 

“Don't you delegate and distribute some of your res- 
ponsibilities to others?” 

“No, Not the important matters. And they are a 
multitude. Even at midnight or later when I go to bed | am 
worried about the things undone”, 

“Do you spare any time for your family?” 

“Yes. We do meet mostly on Sunday moming at 
breakfast — that is if | am not out of station... .” 

The doctor then gave him this prescription: 


1. Cut-down two hours daily — for a walk in the 
evening. 

2. Visit the cemetry every day after the evening walk 
Spend some time there. Read gravestones, Meditate — 
some of them were great, yet the world goes on, quite well 

3. Play with children one hour every morning. Keep 
your wife company. Go on vacation twice a year. 


15th DECEMBER = 


’Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But plain single vow that is vow’d true! 


— SHAKESPEARE 


A single simple word spoken by a man of character is much more 
than many a word of promise carved on a marble stone. 


“My little, girl is very sick,” said Shri Lal Bahadur 
‘Shastri to the jail-superintendent, “I would like to be freed 
‘on Parole.” 

Shastriji was imprisoned for actively participating in 
the Freedom Movement. 


“1 won't mind Mr. Shastriji if you promise me that you 
would not participate in any function whatsoever nor you 
would participate in political activities.” 


“I would certainly abide by the rules of parole.” 


“Alright, then, write it down on this paper. Give me a 
written promise.” said the superintendent. 


“Why?” asked Shastriji “It's a word of honour, If you 
have no faith in me, I do not want to go.” 


The jailor knowing fully well about the integrity of 
Shastriji allowed him to go on parole, 


Butwhen he reached home it was too late. His 
daughter was dead! The fond father accompanied the 
mortal remains of his daughter with a heavy heart upto 
the crematorium grounds, performed the rituals arfd went 
home, took his bath, and immediately left for the prison 
—even though the parole period was that of two weeks. 


When someone told him about it he said: 


“Well, I was given parole to serve my sick daughter. 
As she is no more now, my duty is to return to theprison!” 


If we be honest with ourselves, we shall be 
honest with each other! 


— GEORGE MACDONALD 


These days an honest approach looks ridiculous! It seems there 
should be a ‘save values’ campaign throughout the world. 


Itwas one of the hottest day of the season! 


He with his friends had come to his native-township 
and straight away went to the Amba-Wadi. 


He had not even informed the watchman about his 
visit. The city-dwellers were naturally charmed by the 
entire atmosphere of the Amtia-wadi. Even the air had 
cooled down under the trees, The sweet notes of the 
birds added its own music to the set-up. 


The watchman came running the moment he saw 
him with his friends. After a couple of moments he asked 
the watchman to make arrangements for good mangoes 
to eat there and then. He told him: 


“My friends have come from the city specially to stay 
here in our farm-house.” 


“Very good, Sir!” 
“How about the mango yield this time?” 
“Very good, Sir! More than double the last year.” 


“Alright!” said he; “Just now bring about a dozen 
ripe mangoes. But bring sweet ones. Which are trees that 
are yielding sweet fruits? How many of them are there like 
that in our wadi?” 

“Well, I don’t know, Sir. I have never tasted the fruit 
to check up.” 


“What? Have you never tasted them so far?” 


“No, Sir. I have been kept here only to look after the 
wadif” 


All of them laughed, ..., only he could not! 


-~ 16th DECEMBER 
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In time take time 
While time doth last, 
For time is no time 
When time ’is past! 


— ANONYMOUS 


Everything has a meaning if it is done in time. If not, it will be 
useless like a penance brought after life has ebbed out! 


Peasants of the uillage called him ‘Gor Bapj’ — 
Reverend Father. He was the only ‘literate’ man there 
and was indispensible. With his crude and ungrammatical 
Sanskrit with bad pronunciations he was commanding 
complete respect from one and all! 


He never agreed to any of their requests and propo- 
sals at the first instant. He always postponed the matter at 
least for a couple of hours closing his eyes as if in deep 
meditation. 


Once in the evening, when the coming and going of 
the people had almost ceased, Gor Bapji fell in an insect 
infested, unused, shallow well, on the out-skirts of the 


village. 


Fortunately for him a couple of peasants heard his 
cries of help, came there and one of them descended into 
It. 


“Don’t you worry, Bapfil" said the peasant: “I will 
take you up from here aver my shoulder.” 


“No, No!” refused Gor Bapji instinctively, closing his 
eyes: “Not now!” and ordered: “Come after an hour, 
Now I am meditating on how | fell into this wietched well.” 


The poor fellows went away. 


When they came after an hour they saw him dead. 
He may have been stung by a poisonous snake! 


VA 18th DECEMBER 
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Wise men learn more from fools, than fools 
from the wise. ae 


Many a time for insignificant details we destroy the entire struct- 
ure! As per that old familiar adage we become ‘penny-wise and 
pound foolish.’ 


In such circumstances, only God or God-like persons can salvage 
our ship. 
I want to file a suit against a person who is not 
returning my money!” said an agitated client to Lincoln. 


“You mean he has been given a loan by you and he 
is not returning the amount to you!” 


“Yes, exactly.” said the man warming up. 


“How much..... how big an amount have you 
loaned him?” Lincoln was certainly worried a little. 


“Oh...” said the client with some embarrassment, 
“Nothing more! Just £2.50! But a loan is a loan. However 
small it might be, even if it is only £2.50!" 


“What did you say? £2.50? Only that much?” 


“Yes” the client said angrily: “He must be taught a 
lesson.” 


“But my fees would be ten dollars”. said Lincoln 
with a smile 


“It does not matter. He should be taught 


“Yes, | know,” broke in Lincoln: “he should be taught 
a lesson... . for a life time, isn't it?” 


Lincoln accepted his fees, and after the client left he 


sent for the offender, gave him five dollars with 
instructions to pay £2.50 from it to the person who had 
given him the loan and to keep the remaining amount 
with him! 


Mr. Lincoln himself kept the remaining £5.00 with 
him as his ‘fees’, 


Thus all the parties concerned were satisfied! 
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Make two grins grow where there was only a 
grouch before. 


— ELBERT HUBERT. 


When generosity and ingenuity come together it brings out 
wonderful results. Maximum benefit is procured from minimum 
resources, One of its finest examples is noted below! 


“Can you spare twenty dollars just now?” asked Ben 
jamin Franklin to a close friend of his when he was tunn: 
ing the ‘Pennsylvania Gazette’, 


“Yes, ofcourse!” said the friend without any hesita 
tion, on the contrary, he felt happy that he was of some 
use to Franklin. 


After a few days,Benjamin Franklin went to that 
friend's house. 


“Here are your dollars”. said Benjamin and then added 
with gratefulness: “Thank you, my friend! It.was nice of 


you.’ 


“Oh, forget it!” said the friend: “You are most 
welcome. But instead of returning it to me,keep it with 
you.” 


“Why? I have specially come to you for that.” 


“Iknow that! But | request you to keep it with you and 
give it to somebody who needs the money. And when he 
comes to reium the twenty dollars ask him todo the same 
as I did to you.” . 


“Ohl” said Benjarnin Franklin: “But... ..” 


“Please, listen. I'll explain! When he comes to retum to 
you the money tell him to keep it and do likewise as you 
yourself did, And when he tells his borrower he would tell 
Bintties 


“Yes, yes. | understand. A regular cycle...” 
“Ofcourse!” The friend laughed and said: “Think how 


\ many persons would benefit from my small amount?" ) 


20th DECEMBER 


If there is one thing which can always be desired 
and sometimes obtained, it is human kindness. 


— ALBERT CAMUS. 


Life however small deserves respect and care of persons however 
great and mighty they might be. 


Shahenshah Akbar was standing outside his tent at 
Lucknow and noticed that the Royal flag was not fiying 
well at its top. | 


“Go and inquire what has happened to the flag?” 
ordered the emperor to his attendant 

“Jahanpanah, it is not flying well because a sparrow 
has built up @ nest and has laid its eggs in it. Because of 


the nest the Royal flag does not fly well. We will have to 
pull down the nest.” 


The emperor said hurriedly: 
“No, no, don't do that!” 


“Have you decided, Jahanpanah, to stay on further? 
A short while ago Your Majesty had ordered us to leave 
for Delhi within a couple of hours!” 


“Our departure for Delhi is certain but let the tent re- 
main as it is. Inform the officer concerned about it.” 


“As you command, Sir!” 


“Wait”, said Shahenshah Akbar: “Tell him also that 
he has to take care of the nest and the sparrow, He has 
also to see that its young ones are not hurt at all.” 


“As you wish, Sir!” 


“And still further... .. ” went on the Shahenshah-e- 
Hind: “Tell him not to dismantle the Royal Tent till the 
birds have learnt to fly on their own.” 


The Emperor left the palace with a sigh of relief and 
joy. 


21st DECEMBER 2 
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Happiness comes from the soul's satisfaction, 
not from the vital’s or the body's 


— SRI AUROBINDO 


Happiness is much more than physical comforts and luxuries. If 
our mind and innermost self — our Soul — is not at peace, real hap- 
piness will never be experienced. Pleasure is not happiness! 


The small girl was insisting upon hearing the famous 
playback singer Mukesh of the Indian Screen — not 
through discs or tapes, but in person! The gir! was an invalid 
and because of her illness she became more depressed 
and consequently more demanding. 


“I like his voice very much, Mama!” She used to say: 
“If he comes and sings to me personally I will be cured.” 


“Don't be silly” The mother used to say: “Have you 
become mad? He is a very big man...” 


“Do you know how much he charges for 2 song?” 
Some one said: “He is very busy — always.” 


“But..... I want him to sing to me!” The girl used to 
say between sobs. 


‘And as the days passed by her condition became 
more and more serious. 


At last a physician approached the great Artist and 
told him about the sick girl’s stubbprnness. 


“Perhaps she would be cured, Mukeshjil” 


“Achhal” said the artiste: “I will come today. A little 
late, but not too late!” 


‘And Mukesh did come and sing to the delight of the 
small patient and everybody else present in the hospital. 
Next day he said to someone “Iwas more happy than the 
litle git,” 


When moral courage feels that it is in the right, 
there is no personal daring of which it is in- 


capable. 
— LEIGH HUNT 


One who has faith in God, himself and the cause has nothing to 
fear in this world. 


There was no end to the woes of the labourers work- 
ing in the indigo plantations owned by the white settlers at 
Champaron, India. Innumerable atrocities and all types of 
injustice were inflicted upon them. 


When Mahatma Gandhi appeared on the scene, the 
whole political atmosphere of the province was changed. 
The meek and subdued peasant raised his head against 
injustice. A sort of a people’s enquiry was set up by the 
Mahatma 


The British planters were fretting and fuming at this 
simple-looking peasant — an unknown strange fellow from 
nowhere in particular. One of the hot-headed white 
planter was rumoured to have murderous designs on the 
Mahatma. 


“He is bent upon killing you. He is the worst of the lot. 
He has hired some of the most notorious assassins in this 
areal” A horrified local leader informed the Mahatma. 


Gandhi did not comment anything over the informa- 
tion but smiled a little and discussed other pressing pro- 
blems. But a few days after, he went straight to the 
planter’s bunglow at night and said: 


“| am told that you have hired assassins to murder 
me, I have come here all alone without any weapon and 
without anybody's knowledge. You can fulfil your desire!” 


The planter, stood there, dumbfounded and 
crestfallen. 


23rd DECEMBER 


REE 22nd DECEMBER 
ee 


Says Chandidas: Listen, O brother! 
In this world man is the greatest! 


— CHANDIDAS 


Man is supposed to be the highest form of creation, and yet man 


himself is his worst enemy. 


It is now time,ripe enough, to tell him to treat man as a fellow 


human being, to love and honour him. 
By honouring him he honours himself. 


‘The head of the family comfortably enthroned on an 
easy chair, was reading the newspaper very contentedly. 
He was specially interested in the world map printed in it. 
It included, ofcourse,all the continents and the oceans and 
cities, 


He was thoroughly engrossed in it and all of a sudden 
a strong wind blasted the paper in such a nasty manner 
that the poor man could not hold it well and in a struggle 
to keep it to himself it was torn into several pieces — 
alongwith the world map. 


He tried to put together the pieces but it was futile. 
Then his youngest son, who was playing there a little 
away from him, hardly about six or seven years old, of- 
fered to do the job — nay, he snatched away the pieces 
from his reluctant father and in no time joined the pieces 
together in a map! 

“How could you do it, son?” asked the father surprised! 

“There was a man’s picture behind the map of the 
world, Papa’ said the son: ‘I made the torn-up man whole 
and automatically the world behind also tumed into a 
single whole!” 

Yes, thought the father: Put man together and the 
whole world is in order. 


24th DECEMBER * 25th DECEMBER 


‘Tis only noble to be good.’ 
— TENNYSON To err is human, to forgive divine 

One cannot be noble unless he ts good at heart and vice-versa. ag 

In its ultimate analysis, nobility and goodness are synonymous. In 

other words, goodness prompts you to do noble deeds which benefit 


be at t. 
humanity even though they be at your own cos! It is very easy to condemn some one else other than yourself for 


an offense. Who knows what we would have done had we been 
“Sir Alec, I arm delighted to meet you!” said the multi- under the same circumstances? 
millionaire American to the great cine-star Alec Guiness Wher we pol ina fi 
. ee ‘ point an accusing finger at somebody remember, the 
— the hero of the work fainous movie ‘The bridge on the remaining four point at us! 
River Quai,” 
“Tr » Itis only human to fall and falter. Forgiveness is a helping hand, 
Pleasure is mutual, Si!” said the artiste, kind and divine, that pulls up and supports. 


“| have come here to put before your consideration,a 
proposal... .” 
e a f. The crowd was eager to stone a woman to death for 
Bates said Sir Alec, “Out with it! What is the her easy virtues. They were surrounding the pit in which 
proposal? the helpless woman stood trembling. 
‘If you agree with my proposal you will be, should I “What Is it"? asked Jesus. 


say, a very very rich man!” said the multi-millicnaire 
lly. “We are here to stone to death that adultress there 


according to the law of the land” 


“How much is it?” 
“Oh’! said Jesus. Then paused for a while and 
“Oh, seventeen million dollars!” added: 


“You are right. It’s big money! But tell me what would “Whichever one of you has committed no sin may 
you expect me to do for it?” throw the first stone at her”. 


“Iam dealing in liquor, Mr. Guiness! It is a famous 


brand. But I would like it to be number 1 in the market. 
So, I intend you to appear in its advertisement.” 


Hearing this they left the place. Slowly. One by one 
He waited for some more minutes, with eyes closed. 


“Isthere no one leftto condemn you ? He asked her. 


“Yes, you'll have to take a glassful of liquor, gulp “None !"" 


.....and lo, you are a new man. Young, dynamic and 
dashing! So, when shall we start 


“Tm sorry, Sir!” said the great artiste, “I myself am a “ " i 
= ee eee senate Lord ae sid wit tears in er ayes and 


on my advice and recommendation! .. . No, sorryl!” 


“Well, I also do not condemn you"! said He: “You 
may leave now daughter, but do not sin again !" 


Tama man, and nothing human can be of indif- 
Gees — TERENCE 


Like charity, humanity should begin at home — with servants, bi 
treating them as human beings and not as Chattels. a 


“This is my bedroom!” said H.G, Wells, the famous 
Novelist and science-fiction writer to his friend: “Here | 
sleep soundly.” 

The friend was a little bit upset by his friend’s infor- 
mation, He asked him: 


“Why, it seems you are worried a little." 
“Ican't understand one thing .... . . 
“What's it?” 


“There are two well-decorated, airy and spacious 
tooms in the ground floor. Why don't you use one of those 
spacious rooms as your bedroom?” 


“Those rooms are used by the cook and the maid- 
servant, They have been serving me very faithfully for the 
last two decades, They deserve them.” 


“But don't you see my dear Wells, that everywhere 
the servants don't have such spacious rooms? They hi 
only small rooms to live in.” Bhi Lik: 


“Maybe’ replied Wells. “Years before when we were 
penniless, we were living in a very rich man’s huge man- 
sion. My mother was a maid servant there and the Master 
had given us a very small dirty room to live in.” 


Wells paused a little and continued: 


“L still remember my mother as a maid servant un- 
cared for! I still remember that filthy little room! So Tdecid 
ed, my servants would live more comfortably! They are 
also human beings — polite, harmless and well. ~ 
mannered,! They are much better than others.” 


26th DECEMBER 


27th DECEMBER 


Simple living and high thinking is the motto of 
the great. 
— SANSKRIT PROVERB 


Simplicity cannot be cultivated. It is an attitude towards life and 
its various ways in society. It sprouts from the eternal values of Life. 


“Please, listen!” said Smt. Lalitadevi Shastri to her 
husband, the late Prime-Minister of India, Shri Lalbahadur 


Shastri. 

“Yes! What is it?” asked the busy husband looking at 
his wife: “What do you want? Is it urgent?” 

“In a way, ves! It is urgent” replied Mrs. Shastri: “Do 
you know that the cover of the sofa is worn out by over 
use.” 

“Naturally” said the husband rather philosophically: 
“By constant use the cloth gets worn-out. It is nothing 
new. It always happens. . 


“But this sofa with its worn-out cover is in the draw: 
ing room; and we should not have such a cover there!” 


“Why? What's the reason?” enquired Shastri 


“Because many people wait for you there. They even 
meet you often. Great personalities come here and 
it won't behove us to have it!” 

“But, we can't afford such luxuries. Besides it is an 
unnecessary expense,” and then he added gleefully: 
“Look here! We have a curtain on the door. Let's utilise it 
‘on the sofa.” 


“But our room would be exposed completely” argued 
the lady: “No. No. It should remain covered!” 


“But why?” asked the great man; “Like my life, this 
room also should be kept open. There should be and is 
nothing to hide — either in my life or room. - 


eS 28th DECEMBER. 


Earned Nickel is bigger and better, 
Gifted Gold does glitter but bitter . 


— COVETED RHYMES 


The satisfaction that one gets from the fruits of one’s own hard 


work can never be equalled by easy gains anywhere, anytime. 


Besides, a struggled pasi is always sweet to remember—even 


enjoyable! 


“Hey...] Come here!” A lady waiting for her trair 
hailed a porter. 


“Yes, Madam!” 


“Please go and deliver this message to my husband 
in the Hotel which is just across the road”. She told him 
giving him a chit: “And report to me! I'll pay for it” 


“Yes, Me’am!” said the porter and went away to the 
Hotel. 


He returned soon; and the lady gave him a few 
coins. Thanking her he stood aside quietly. Then after 
a while a city-dignitary arrived on the platform and seeing 
the ‘Porter’ saluted him and went near him. 


The lady who had sent the ‘Porter’ to the Hotel 
found out after looking carefully at him that he was none 
other than the great author, Court Leo Tolstoy, a rich 
aristocrat of Russian Nobility who believed in high think- 
ing and simple living. 


“Pardon me, Sir!” the lady spluttered in embarras- 
sment: 


“I never knew that you are....!" she couldn't finish 
her sentence. Then added: “Kindly return the paliry sum 
that I gave you! I am so embarassed! 


“No, young lady!” the great man smiled: “I’s my 
eared money! It's value is much more than my ancestral 
wealth! No, thank you!” 


ms 


29th DECEMBER 


SRE 
wv 


The cobweb of MAYA should be cut-off at once 
lest it entangles you. 


— UPANISHAD 


‘The tentacles of Maya which is ignorance and attachments, en- 
share slyly and slowly but securely. Be alert every moment to remain 
free! 


“Mahatma, | have donated almost all that [had. Only 
one thousand rupees have been lett with me now. That 
also | have decided to put at your feet.” 


“Why should I have them?” asked the Mahatma. 
“You just throw them away into the river! And do it fast!” 


‘The man instantly went to the river bank. Then he 
opened his bag by untying its strings and started throwing 
all the one thousand rupees one by one by one .....! 


‘Thus he counted all the one thousand rupees while 
flinging them into the river. 


He returned from there to the Mahatma’s hut musing 
that the holy man would congratulate him and tell him 
that he had been a real devotee to the God Almighty — a 
teal foresaker of the worldly pleasures and possessions. 
The great man would say to the whole congregation 
before him and declare that here is a man who is a true 
“tyagi’ — a tenouncer. 


When he reached there the Mahatma told him: 


“This is not real forsaking as you have counted, as 
revealed by you, every rupee that you have thrown away. 
In ‘Tyaga’ everything should be cast away at once com- 
pletely. That is true renunciation!” 


Le et Se ee eee ee, 


- 
eS DECEMBER 
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Whatever is done by God is for good, 
— PROVERB Come to me, I'll lead you to eternal salvation! 
— SHREE KRISHNA 


To some, difficulties come to stay. If they cannot be overcome 


better accept them gracefully as God's good design for some ulterior, at 
higher motive. Man ignores this call and assurance of the Lord in his peril! 


The anecdote here implies that the moment God abandons one’s 
life chariot, it is destroyed. 


He was a pious man. Throughout his life he had 
suffered very much, He had only a small hut, an old 
lamp, a religious book to read, a donkey and a cock. 


One day he went to a distant village with his donkey, 
cock, lamp and the book, While returning home he was 
delayed on the way. It was very late in the night and at 
that hour he could not get any shelter from anyone in a 
nearby small unknown village. So he decided to spend the 
night below a big banyan tree. He lighted the lamp to 
read but a gust of wind blew it off. 


He,then climbed upon the tree on a higher, thickly 
foliaged branch to save himself from ferocious animals. 


When he got up in the morning he found out that 
the cock and the donkey were killed by a tiger. He felt 
very unhappy. When he went to the village he came to 
know that all the houses were looted by bandits. 


He thanked God that he was saved as he was not 
given shelter in the village, not seen as there was 
darkness, and had the animals been alive,the donkey's 
braying and the cock’s crowing would have pointed him 
out. 


The Mahabharat war was over. 


Millions were slain on both the sides. All the it 
lustrious Kings, noblemen, Acharyas, Gurus, famous war- 
riors and innumerable soldiers lost their lives. It was a war 
in which the victor and the loser had lost almost every 
thing in equal measures. 

At the end of the last — eighteenth — day Lord 
Krishna, as Arjun’s charioteer, drove the chariot to wash 
it clean on the river-bank. 


“Get down, Arjun!” said the Lord: “The chariot needs 
a thorough wash, lam glad that the horror is over and the 
Pandavas have won. Now, be quick and get down...” 


“It's the charioteer who should be the first to get down 
and then the Maharathi. . .” said the victorious hero. 

“Now don't be silly! Do as I say” thundered Shri 
Krishna. 

Arjun got down immediately. And as-soon-as 
Krishna alighted from the chariot it burnt to ashes. 

“Please forgive me for my vanity, my Lord!” said Ar- 


jun: ‘In the heat of an unguarded moment | forgot that it 
‘was you who guided us to victory.” 


A Universal Prayer of 
St. Francis of Assisi 


Lord, make me an Instrument of Thy Peace; 
Where there is hatred let me sow Love; 
Where there is Injury, let me sow Pardon; 
Where there is doubt, let me sow Faith; 
Where there is despair, let me sow Hope; 
Where there is sadness, let me sow Joy, 


© Divine Master, grant that I may not seek 
so much to be consoled as to console, 

‘so much to be understood as to understand, 
so much to be loved as to love. 


For it is in giving that we receive; 
Tt is in forgiving that we are forgiven; 
And it is in dying that we are born to 
Eternal Life. 


